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"TME  CMOICESTT  OF  CREAIVrS. 

For  Acne  Spots  on  the  face,  and  particularly  for  Eczema,  ‘Vinolia’  is  undoubtedly  efficacious, 


frequently  healing  eruptions  and  removing  pimples  in  a  few  days.” — 2 Ae  Baby. 


viMm 


SAFESX 


“  Vinolia  Soap  is  much  in  favoui  with  the  profession.” — The  British  Medical  Journal. 
“Odour  delicate,  and  of  excellent  quality.” — The  Lancet. 

“An  ideal  soap,  and  delightfully  perfumed.” — The  Chemist  and  Druggist. 


F05^  OEl-ICAXE  SJCITMS. 

“  Superseding  the  old  toilet  powders,  which  are  apt  to  cause  acne,  by  blocking  up  the  pores  of  the  skin.  ” 

- - -  LadJ  s  Pictorial. 

VINOLIA  and  V.  POWDER,  is.  gd. ;  V.  SOAP,  6d.,  8d.  &  lod. 

I^BAR-LOCK  TYPEWRITER 

Sold  for  Cash,  or  on  our  Hire  Purchase  System. 

FULL  PARTICULARS  POST  FREK. 

THE  TYPE  WRITER  Co.,  Ltd., 

12,  QUEEN  VICTORIA  STREET,  LONDON. 

40,  North  John  Street,  Liverpool  ;  25,  Market  Street,  Manchester  ;  22.  Renfield 
Street,  Glasgow  ;  Exchange  Building,  Cardiff ;  385,  Little  Collins  Street,  Melbourne. 

In  use  by  the  Government  Departments,  the  Bank  of  England,  the 
Railway  Clearing  House,  the  Leading  Professional  and  Commercial 

Firms. 


FOR  THE  OFFICE  OR  STUDY. 


The  only  Typewriter  embracing  the  following  good  features  : — 

Absolutely  Visible  Writing.  A  Duplicate  Keyboard. 

A  Lock  to  the  Type  Bars.  Adjustable  Dust-proof  Bearings. 
Automatic  Line  Spacing.  Automatic  Ink-Ribbon  Gear. 


C^hurch  of  €[ngland 

Established  j 840.  T^ssuTWCiCQ,  Ifistitutiofi. 


WmwimM  ©eeurlty  I 

Low  Pffemitiia®  t 


!L  I  F  E  AND  F  I  It  E, 


The  Institution  is  prepared  to  receive 
Proposals  from  all  Classes 
Liberal  CoaditioasS  without  distinction. 

Apply  for  Prospectus  to  the 

Head  Office:  9  &  19,  KING  ST,  CHEAPSIBE,  LONDON,  E.G. 
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AD  VERTISEMENTS, 
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ITS  ORIGIN. 

In  South  America,  where  BOVRIL  is 
produced,  there  are  many  millions  of  cattle 
which  from  their  free  and  natural  life  en- 
.sure  all  the  conditions  of  perfect  health. 
Some  years  ago  these  cattle  were  reared  for 
their  hides  and  tallow  only,  the  prime  beef 
itself  being  a  waste  product  :  the  manufac¬ 
ture  of  such  preparations  as  BOVRIL  has 
however  provided  a  means  for  its  utilization, 
and  its  nominal  first  cost  is  the  true  ex¬ 
planation  of  the  BOVRIL  Company  being 
able  to  use  nearly  40  lbs.  of  really  PRIME 
BEEF  in  the  production  of  ONE  POUND 
of  their  EXTRACT. 


ITS  INGREDIENTS. 

In  addition  to  the  tonic  and  stimulating 
qualities  of  Beef,  BOVRIL  contains  the 
entire  albumen  and  fibrine  or  nutritious 
constituents  in  a  form  easy  of  digestion  and 
assimilation  ;  this  is  perceptible  as  a  fine 
powder,  and  by  it  BOVRIL  may  be  dis¬ 
tinguished  from  clear  Beef  Tea  or  Meat 
Extract,  from  which  BOVRIL  differs  so 
much  that  ONE  OUNCE  of  its  nutritious 
constituents  contains  more  real  and  direct 
nourishment  than  50  OUNCES  of  ordinary 
Meat  Extract,  and  ONE  THOUSAND 
GUINEAS  will  be  paid  to  any  Charitable 
Institution  it  this  statement  can  be  refuted. 


Sold  by  Chemists,  Grocers,  Stores,  &c.,  throughout  the  United  Kiugdom. 

Head  Offices— 30,  FARRINGDON  STREET,  LONDON. 

BIRD’S  GUSTMi 

Supplies  aDailyLuxury,  Dainties  inEndlessVariety. 

The  Choicest  Dishes  and  the  Eichest 
Custard  without  Eg’gs. 

TheWentionof  IV2iLITARY  AND  NAVAL  OFFICERS  is  respectfully  directed 

T  i  to  the  NEW  SCHEME  OF  ASSURANCE  just  introduced  by  the 

Giesham  Life  Assurance  Society,  Chief  Offi.ce—  St.  Mildred’s  House,  Poultry,  London,  E.C. 

■  |G  Covering  risks  of  WAR  and  CLIMATE  in  ALL  PARTS  of  the  WORLD  upon  the 

i  MOST  CONVENIENT  AND  LIBERAL  TERMS. 


Payments  to  Policy  Holders  ...  £9,000,000  [  Assets  exceed  .  £4,400,000 

Annual  Income  exceeds  . £780,000 

Special  Prospectus  and  tuU  particulars  upon  application.  Correspondence  i^  invited. 

THOMAS  a.  ACKLAND,  F.I.A,,  R.S.S.,  Actuary  and  Manager.  '  JAMES  H.  SCOTT,  Secretary. 


'faKKeog  eari  vyialveiv'  {Health  is  Beautyi) 

,,  SOUX1-CA1-L.S’ 

“SANITARY  TOWELS" 

(PATENTED.) 

USED  ON  LAND  AND  SEA.— SAVE  WASHING. 

PRICE  PER  PACKET  (of  1  dozen)  Is.,  2s.,  and  2s.  9d. 

FROM  LADIES’  OUTFITTERS  THROUGHOUT  THE  WORLD. 

For  Sample  Packets  write  to  the  Lady  Manager,  17,  Bull  Street,  Birmingham. 

Pos't:  JPjree  1/3,  2 '3,  »n.dL  3/1* 

Wholesale  Agents  ;  London— Sharp,  Perrin  &.  Co.,  31,  Old  Change  ;  and  Stapley  & 
S-MiTH,  London  Wall.  Manchester — Peel,  Watson  &  Co. ;  and  S.  &  J.  Watts  &  Co. 
(Linen  Department).  Glasgow — J.  P.  Harrington.  Edinburgh — McRitchie_  &  Fisher. 
Continental  Depots — “  Old  England,’’  Boulevard  des  Capucines,  and  Rue  Scribe,  Paris.  “  Gagne- 
Petit,”  Avenue  de  I’Opera,  Paris. 

SOUTHALL  BROS.  &  BARCLAY, 


22502761507 
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AD  VER  TISEMENTS. 


Reduced  Facsimile  of  Colored  Picture  (Size  33  x  22^, 

“THE  BRIDE” 

Presented  with  the  December  Double  Number  of  MYRA’S  JOURNAL, 

Reproduced  in  the  Finest  Style  of  Art  Chromo-LIthoeraphy,  after  the  Original  Pastel  Painting  by  Mrs.  M.  H.  Earnshaw. 
Price  Is.,  complete  with  Journal,  of  all  Booksellers,  or  Post  Free  Is.  3d.,  direct  from  the  Office. 

MAYSON  BEETON,  39  &  40,  Bedford  Street,  Covent  Garden  (The  London  Printing  and  Publishing  Alliance,  Limited)*. 


AD  VER  TISEMENTS. 


Ill 


MAGAZINES  FOR  1891. 


“The  Quiver,  for  Sunday  and  Genei'-al 
Reading,  is  an  amazing  sixpennyworth  ;  the 
illustrations  are  so  good,  and  the  siyle  is  so 
fresh  and  attractive,  combining  solid  instruction 
with  much  that  is  entertaining  and  bright.” — ■ 
The  Rock.  The  New  Volume  of  The  Quiver 
commences  with  the  November  Part,  Price  6d., 
containing  8o  quarto  pages  of  text  and  illustra¬ 
tions,  with  a  Handsome  Picture  in  Colours  as 
Frontispiece. 


“The  Stories  in  Cassell’s  Family  Magazine 
are  good,  the  pictures  are  clever,  the  selection 
of  subjects  is  strikingly  varied ;  it  contains  a 
variety  of  useful  information,  and  altogether  a 
glance  through  the  pages  shows  that  their 
contents  are  unusually  attractive.” — The  Times. 
The  ever-growing  popularity  of  CASSELL’S 
Magazine  has  again  been  shown  this  year  by 
an  increase  of  some  thousands  in  its  circulation. 
The  December  part,  price  yd.,  forms  the  First  of 
the  New  Volume. 


A  greater  surprise  than  usual  is  in  store  for 
the  Subscribers  to  “Little  Folks,”  as  with 
the  January  number  (price  6d.)  will  be  Given 
Away  a  delightful  Work,  entitled  The  Little 
Folks’  Diary  and  Notebook  for  1891, 
consisting  of  32  quarto  pages,  with  12  large 
Illustrations,  drawn  by  Walter  Crane,  and  in¬ 
cluding  a  Pictorial  Calendar  and  Blank  Spaces 
for  making  Notes,  Memoranda,  &c.,  for  every 
day  of  the  year. 


The  New  Volume  of  The  Magazine  of 
Art  is  printed  on  Superior  Paper,  specially 
prepared  for  obtaining  the  highest  artistic 
results  from  the  Wood  Engravings,  with  entirely 
New  Type,  clear,  distinct  and  handsome.  The 
Frontispiece  to  the  First  Part  of  the  New 
Volume  consists  of  a  beautiful  reproduction  of 
the  much-admired  picture  “Fata  Morgana,”  by 
G.  F.  Watts,  R  A. 


From  the  fact  that  many  thousands  of  New 
Subscribers  have  been  added  to  the  vast  con¬ 
stituency  of  the  Readers  of  Cassell’s  Saturday 
Journal  since  the  New  Volume  commenced, 
it  may  be  assumed  the  opinion  expressed  by 
'The  7z‘;;z^.q  that  the  Journal  is  ‘Hhe  cheapest 
and  best  pennyworth  of  popular  literature  ever 
published,”  is  becoming  fully  recognised.  Any 
persons  who  purchase  No.  365,  price  id.,  com¬ 
mencing  the  New  Volume,  or  Part  85,  pr  ce  6d., 
which  contains  no  less  than  144  Quarto  Pages, 
amply  illustrated,  will  doubtless  com.prehend 
how  it  is  that  CASSELL’S  SATURDAY  JOURNAL 
is  said  to  be  rapidly  becoming  “a  Power  in  the 
Land.” 


YOLUMES  SUITABLE  FOR  PRESENTATION. 

Published  by  CASSELL  >5^  COMPANY,  Limited. 

s.  d. 

The  International  Shahspere  A.n  Edition  de.  luxe 

of  the  principat  Plays  of  Shaksp  re,  with  Ori.sfiual  Orawingrs 
by  the  leacUnu:  Artists  of  the  World,  reproduced  in  the 


highest  style'  of  Photogravure. 

■^Othello.  IIIustratediDy  Frank  Dicksee,  A  R.A.  70  0 

King  Henry  lY.  Illustrated  by  Eduard 
Grutzner  70  0 

As  You  Like  It.  Illustrated  by  Knile  Bayard  70  0 

Romeo  and  Juliet.  Illustrate  1  by  F.  Dick.-ee, 

A.  11. A.  Publi.'-hed  at  yos.,  and  adviuiced  to  ..  ..105  0 

^The  Picturesque  Mediterranean.  With  a  Series  of 

IMagnificent  Illustrations  from  Original  Des  gns.  Vol.  I.  ..  52  0 

*The  Story  of  the  Heavens.  By  Sir  Robert  Stawell 
Ball,  F.R  S.,  P.ll.  A  S._  With  Coloured  Plated  and  WondEu-  , 
gravi  ga.  Cheap  Edition . 12  6 

Star-Land.  Being  Talks  with  Young  People  about 

the  Wonders  of  the  Heavens.  By  Sir  Bober.,  St.. well  Ball, 

F.K.S.  Illustrated.  1  hi  d  Edition  .  6  0 

♦London  Street  Arabs.  By  Mrs,  H.  M.  Stanley 

(Doi'othy  Tennant).  With  Pictures  handsomely  reproduced. 

Third  Edition  ..  ..  5  0 

♦The  Plays  of  Shakespeare.  Edited  by  Professor 

Henry  Morley.  Complete  in  Thirteen  Volumes  in  t  or  . .  21  0 

Cassell’s  Miniature  Shakespeare.  Illustrated. 

Twelve  Volumes,  ISs. ;  or  handsomely  tound . 21  0 


The  Royal  Shakspere.  Complete  in  Three  Volumes. 

each  15  O 

The  Leopold  Shakspere.  With  about  400  Illustrations  3  6 

Cassell’s  Illustrated  Shakespeare.  With  about  600 

Illustrations.  Complete  in  Three  Volumes  ..  ..  ..  63  0 

♦Electricity  in  the  Service  of  Man.  Translated  aud 

Edited  by  K.  Wormell,  D.Sc.,  M.A.  With  nearly  850  Illus¬ 
trations.  Cheap  Eaition  .  9  0 

Picturesque  Europe.  Popular  Edition.  Containing 

65  Exquisite  Steel  Plates,  and  nearly  1,000  Original  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Five  Vols.  . 90  0 

♦Picturesque  Australasia.  With  upwards  of  1,000 

Illustrations.  Complete  in  Four  Vols . each  7  6 

♦Abbeys  and  Churches  of  England  and  Wales: 

Descriptive,  Historical,  Pictorial.  Edited  by  the  Bev.  Prof. 

Bonney,  E.B.S.  Series  1  and  2  . each  21  O 

♦The  Cabinet  Portrait  Gallery,  Containing  36 

Cabinet  I’hotographs  of  Eminent  Men  and  Women  of  the 
Day.  With  Biographical  Sketches.  Yearly  Vol.  ..  ..  15  O 

♦The  Magazine  of  Art.  Yearly  Volume  for  1890. 

With  12  Exquisite  Etchings,  &c.,  and  Several  Hundred 
Engrav.ngs .  .  . . 16  0 

The  Encyclopaedic  Dictionary.  Complete  in  Four¬ 
teen  Vols.,  lOs.  6d.  each  ;  or  Seven  Vols . e:ich  21  0 

♦Celebrities  of  the  Century,  Edited  by  Lloyd  C. 

Sanders.  Cheap  Edition  . 10  6 . 

♦Cassell’s  Concise  Cyclopaedia.  600  Illustrations. 

Cheap  Edition .  7  6 

Cassell’s  Miniature  Cyclopaedia.  Containing  about 

30,000  ARTICbKS .  3  6< 

♦The  World  of  Adventure.  Yearly  Volume.  Fully 

Illustrated .  9  0 

♦Cassell’s  History  of  England.  Revised  throughout, 

and  Illustrated  with  Original  Engravings.  Vols.  I.  to  Hi. each  9  0 

The  Life  of  Christ.  By  Archdeacon  Farrar.  Illus¬ 
trated  Edition.  31s.  ;  or  morocco,  438.  Library  Edit'on. 

32nd  Edition.  Two  Vols.,  34  •■.;  or  morocco,  43s.  Eopidar 
Edition  .  6  0* 

E  he  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul.  By  Archdeacon 

Farrar.  IVustrated  E'tition,  3S8.  ;  or  morocco,  43s. 

Lib  anj  Edition,  20th  Thousand.  Two  Vols., 34s,  f'opu/ar 
Edition  .  ••  .  6  0 

The  Early  Days  of  Christianity.  By  Archdeacon 

Earrar.  Library  Edition.  Ninth  Thousand.  Two  Vols., 

3 4s. ;  mo.'occo.  43s.  Popular  Edition  ..  ..  ..  6  O  ' 

The  Book  of  Health.  By  Eminent  Physicians  and 

Surgeons  .  21  0 

!  The  Family  Physician.  New  and  Revised  Edition  21  0 
;  Cas  ell’s  Book  of  the  Household.  AVith  numerous 

I  11  iistrations.  Vols.  1.,  II.,  and  III.  . each  5  0- 

;  Cassell’s  Dictionary  of  Cookery.  Illustrated 

j  tlii'oughout .  7  6' 

i  ♦‘•Little  Folks”  Christmas  Volume.  Illustrated. 

I  Bo  iris,  3s.  <i(l.  ;  cloth  gilt .  5  0 

*Bo-Peep.  Yearly  Volume.  Illustrated.  Boards, 

3tj.  OtI. ;  cloth  gilt  .  3  6 

*  Books  thus  marked  are  New  AMlumes  or  New  Editions. 


Upwards  of  1,000  Volumes  suitable  for 
Gtft-Books  will  be  found  in  Cassell  &  Company’s 
)  Complete  Catalogue,  a  copy  of  %vhich  will  be 
I  forwarded  post  free  on  application. 


CASSELL  &  COMPANY,  Limited,  Ludyaie  Hill,  London;  Paris  Us  Melboicne. 
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THE  ROSEBUD  ANNUAL, 

1891. 

CONTAINING  NEARLY 

300  ILLUSTRATIONS, 

4/VD  MANY  STORIES  IN  PROSE  VERSE. 

Printed  in  BIG  Type  on  THICK  Paper. 

IN  HANDSOME  CLOTH  BINDING. 

PRICE  FOUR  SHILLINGS. 


Vliat  the  Papers  say  about  It ! 

-OoNDEE  Advertiser  :  “  The  contents  of  the  hand¬ 
some  volume  are  truly  delightful.  .  .  .No 

better  volume  could  be  put  into  the  hands  of  a 
good  child  deserving  of  a  fine  birthday  or  Christ¬ 
mas  gift.  ” 

./SiLiGHTON  Guardian  :  “  Our  juveniles  will  hail 
with  delight  the  advent  of  this  popular  children’s 
annual.  Its  well-earned  reputation  is  fully 
sustained.” 

"Glasgow  Herald:  “Is  an  old  favourite,  well 
deserving  of  the  popularity  it  enjoys  among  the 
little  ones.  .  .  .  The  entertainment  from 

page  to  page  is  unflagging.” 

Northampton  Mercury  :  “  One  of  the  most 

charming  volumes  of  the  year.  ,  .  .  The 

pictures  are  admirably  drawn  ;  the  children  will 
go  almost  wild  with  delight  over  them.” 

4RDR0SSAN  Herald  :  “  It  is  far  and  away  beyond 
any  kindred  volume,  and  wherever  there  are 
little  ones,  there  should  be  Rosebudl^ 

,  Hampshire  Telegraph:  “Will  be  greeted  with 
_delight  in  thousands  of  nurseries,  while  grown-up 
/folks  will  not  be  ashamed  to  laugh  over  the 
,aierry  wisdom  that  forms  the  backbone  of  the 
-,whole  production.” 


toms  BY  AMElIl  E.  BARR. 

“  In  descriptive  writing,  in  simplicity  and  gracefulness  of 
and  in  perfect  mastery  over  her  characters,  Mrs.  Barr 
fan  hold  her  own  with  any  living  English  novelist.” 

Glasgow  Herald. 

In  a  Variety  of  Handsome  Cloth  Bindings.^  or  bound 
uniformly.  Ct'own  %vo.^  Cloth,  3^.  6d.  each. 

THE  LAST  OF  THE  M ACALLISTERS. 
WOVEN  OF  LOVE  AND  GLORY 
FEET  OF  CLAY,  with  Portrait  of  Author. 

THE  HOUSEHOLD  OF  McNEIL. 

1  !N  SPITE  OF  HIMSELF. 

A  BORDER  SHEPHERDESS. 

V.PAUL  AND  CHRISTINA. 

THE  SQUIRE  OF  SANDAL  SIDE. 

THE  BOW  OF  ORANGE  RIBBON. 
8ETWEEN  TWO  LOVES. 

A  DAUGHTER  OF  FIFE. 

JAN  VEDDER’S  WIFE.  Also  a  Cheap  Edition 
at  Is.  6d. 

THE  HARVEST  OF  THE  WIND.  Crown 
§vo.  Price  Is. 

Just  issued.  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth. 

FHIEND  OLIVIA. 

A  NEW  NOVEL 
BY  AIYIELIA  E- 

P/?/C£  m  SHILLINGS. 

<JiSLlMIES  OEiARKE  As  CO., 

13  &  14,  FLEET  STREET,  LONDON,  E.C. 


“‘THE  CORNHILL’  IS  THE 

MOST  INTERESTING  OF  ENGLISH 
MAGAZINES.”- — Vanity  Fair. 

"THE  MAGAZINE  READER  WILL 
FIND  NO  BETTER  INVESTMENT 
FOR  HIS  SIXPENCE.” 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

‘“THE  CORNHIIiL’  STILL 
HOLDS  ITS  PLACE  AS  THE  BEST 
OF  THE  SIXPENNY  MONTHLIES, 
AND  DESERVEDLY  SO.” 

Scottish  Review. 


PRICE  SIXPENCE  MONTHLY. 

THE 

Gornhill 

Macazine 

EDITED  BY 

JAMES  PAYN. 

Each  number  contains,  in  addition 
to  instalments  of  Serial  Stories 
by  Popular  Authors, 

SHORT  STORIES  &  ARTICLES  BY 
THE  BEST  WRITERS. 


A  New  Serial  Story,  entitled 

The  white  COMPANY 

By  A.  CONAN  DOYLE, 

Author  of  “  Miloh  Clarke,”  &c., 

WILL  BE  COMMENCED  IN  THE  - 

JANUARY,  1891,  NUMBER. 

Ready  at  all  Booksellers  &  Newsagents 
on  December  23. 

PRICE  SIXPENCE. 


AD  VERTISEMENTS. 
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Seasonable  Gift-Books. 

ILLUSTRATED  TABLE-BOOKS. 

GREEK  PICTURES  :  Drawn  with  Pen  and  Pencil.  By  J.  P.  Mahaffy,  m.a.,  d.d.,  Felloe 

of  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  Author  of  “Social  Life  in  Greece,”  “  Greek  Life  and  Thought,”  “Rambles  and  Studies  lo 
Greece,”  &c.  With  two  Maps  and  many  Illustrations.  Imperial  8vo.  8s.  handsome  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

LONDON  PICTURES :  Drawn  with  Pen  and  Pencil.  By  the  Rev.  Richarb 

Lovett,  M.A. ,  Author  of  “  Norwegian  Pictures,”  “  Irish  Pictures,”  &c.  Profusely  Illustrated.  Imperial  8vo.  8s.  handsome 
cloth,  gilt  edges. 

“  London  is  really  so  little  known  to  the  vast  majority  of  its  teeming  population  that  much  of  the  information,  and  many  ot 
the  objects  and  scenes  presented  in  the  pages  of  this  book,  will  have  the  charm  of  novelty  for  thousands  of  its  readers.  .  .  .  The 

handsome  form  of  the  book,  with  its  admirable  printing,  is  fully  justified  by  the  interesting  nature  of  its  contents.” — The  Times. 


NEW  POPULAR  ANNUALS. 

These  Annuals  form  a  most  attractive  series  of  Gift-Books.  They  each  contain  Serial  Stories  by  well-known  Writers, 
which  when  published  .'■eparately  will  sell  for  nearly  as  much  each  as  is  now  asked  for  the  Volumes  containing  several  of  them. 
Besides  Stories  and  most  useful,  interesting  and  instructive  general  articles,  there  is  a  profusion  of  illustrations,  and  a  very 
attractive  binding. 

THE  LEISURE  HOUR  ANNUAL  for  1890.  856  pp.  Imperial  8vo.  Profusely  Illus- 

trated.  7s.  in  handsome  cloth. 

THE  SUNDAY  AT  HOME  ANNUAL  for  1890.  828  pages..  Imperial  8vo.  Profusely 

Illustrated  by  Coloured  and  Wood  Engravings.  7s.  in  handsome  cloth. 

THE  BOY’S  OWN  ANNUAL  for  1890.  The  Twelfth  Volume  of  the  Boy’s  Own  Paper. 

832  pages.  With  lo  Coloured  and  upwards  of  500  Wood  Engravings.  8s.  in  handsome  cloth. 

THE  GIRL’S  OWN  ANNUAL  for  1890.  The  Eleventh  Volume  of  the  Girl’s  Own 

Paper.  832  pages.  Profusely  Illustrated.  8s.  in  handsome  cloth. 

m'  A  New  Volume  of  each  of  the  above  Popular  Periodicals  Commenced  with 

NOVEMBER  MONTHLY  PART. 


PRESENTS  FOR  LADS  AND  LASSIES. 

THE  GIRL’S  OWN  INDOOR  BOOK.  Edited  by  Charles  Peters.  528  pages.  With 

over  one  hundred  and  fifty  Illustrations,  8s.  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

“  A  complete  repertory  of  female  occupation.” — Times. 

“  It  has  almost  every  characteristic  of  an  encyclopaedia,  but  its  dryness.” — Manchester  Examiner. 

THE  GIRL’S  OWN  OUTDOOR  BOOK.  Containing  Practical  Help  on  Subjects  relating 

to  Girl-Life  when  out  of  doors.  Edited  by  Charles  Peters._  Profusely  Illustrated,  528  pages.  8s.  cloth  boards,  gilt  edges. 
“A  very  nice  book  to  look  at,  and  one  which  every  intelligent  girl  will  be  glad  to  possess.” — The  Queen. 

INDOOR  GAMES  AND  RECREATIONS.  A  popular  Encyclopaedia  for  Boys.  Edited 

by  G.  A.  Hutchison.  Including  chanters  by  J  N.  Maskelyne,  Lieut.-Col.  Cuthell,  Dr.  Gordon  Stables,  r.k.,  Rev. 
A.  N.  Malan,  m.a.,  C.  Stansfield-Hicks,  Dr.  Stradling,  and  others.  Boy’s  Own  Bookshelf.  Vol.  VIII.  Witb 
many  Engravings.  Quarto.  A  splendid  Gift-Book  or  Prize  for  Boys.  _  528  pages.  8s.  cloth  boards,  gilt  edges. 

“  No  more  valuable  Gift-Book  could  be  chosen  for  young  people  with  active  brains.” — Saturday  Review. 


NEW  HALF-CROWN  BOOKS  FOR  ALL  READERS. 

This  Is  a  very  cheap  Series  of  Popular  Reprints.  Each  book  contains  384  pages  with  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,2s.  6d.  in  bevelled 


cloth  boards,  gilt  edges. 

CAPTAIN  COOK  :  His  Life,  Voyages  and  Discoveries.  By 
W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 

ONLY  A  GIRL  Vi\FE.  By  Ruth  Lamb. 

THE  STORY  OF  A  POCKET  BIBLE.  By  G.  E.  Sargent. 

HER  OWN  CHOICE.  By  Ruth  Lamb. 

THE  AWDRIES  AND  THEIR  FRIENDS.  By  Mrs.  Prosser. 

FRANK  LAYTON.  An  Australian  Story.  By  G.  E.  Sargent. 

SHADES  AND  ECHOES  OF  OLD  LONDON.  By  John 
Stoughton,  d.d. 

POMPONIA;  OR,  THE  GOSPEL  IN  C/ESAR’S  HOUSE¬ 
HOLD.  By  Mrs.  Webb,  Author  of  “  Naomi,”  &c. 


ONCE  UPON  A  TIME;  OR,  THE  BOY’S  BOOK  OF 
ADVENTURES. 

GEORGE  BURLEY:  HIS  HISTORY,  EXPERIENCES, 
AND  OBSERVATIONS.  By  G.  E.  Sargent. 

SUNDAY  EVENINGS  AT  NORTHCOURT.  By  G.  E, 

Sargent. 

RICHARD  HUNNE.  By  G.  E.  Sargent. 

LUTHER  AND  THE  CARDINAL.  Given  in  English  b> 

Julie  Sutter. 

THE  PILGRIM  S  PROGRESS.  By  John  Bunyan.  Witk 

Illustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert. 


NEW  STORIES  FOR  ALL  READERS. 

The  Religious  Tract  Society  has  just  issued  upwards  of  40  Stories  at  prices  from  One  Penny  to  Five  Shilling*. 
Interesting  Tales  by  popular  writers,  well  printed  and  attractively  bound.  Please  ask  your  Bookseller  for  them. 
They  are  specially  prepared  as  Gift-Books  for  youthful  and  for  adult  readers. 


THE  RELIGIOUS  TRACT  SOCIETY,  LONDON;  and  of  all  Booksellers. 
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AD  VERTISEMENTS, 


^  f  The  “  Hammond  ”  won  a!i  the  prizes  in  the  late 
^  American  typewriter  contest  by  unanimous  decision 
^  of  five  printers,  representing  the  largest  establish- 
g  J  ments  in  America  ;  2,772  contestants,  representing 
^  all  leading  machines. 

^  A  cheque  for  S7,267  *  50  recently  received  from 
<  Ithe  U.S.  Treasury  for  75  “  Hammonds.” 

We  do  not  give  them  may. 


HIGHEST  SPEED  RECORD. 


‘ifMMOHO’  TYPEiilTgR 


THE  “  HAMMOND  ”  TYPEWRITER  COMPANY,  50,  QUEEN  VICTORIA  STREET. 


Fbeoerick  Warne  &  Co,, 

PUBLISHERS. 

Their  NEW  CATALOGUE 

-containing  over  TWO  THOUSAND  Vols. 
of  History,  Poetry,  Biography,  Gift  Books, 
-and  Popular  Literature,  is  ready,  and  can 
•be  had  on  application  or  free  by  post. 


London  :  15,  BEDFORD  ST.,  STRAND. 


SIX  SHSLLII^GS’  WORTH  OF  ARTISTIC 


Giiristmas  &  New  Year’s  Cards 

FOR  FOURTEEN  STAMPS. 


4  /  WONDERFUL 

>/ CHRISTMAS  PACKET 

♦ 

We  will  send  Forty-eight  Popular  .Songs,  one  on  a 
sheet,  tinted  paper,  finely  printed.  Twenty  Portraits 
of  the  world’s  Celebrities.  Twenty  Pictorial  Views 
of  the  most  beautiful  scenes  of  the  world,  each  on  a 
separate  sheet,  superbly  engraved  and  elegantly 
printed.  Twenty-four  new  and  curious  samples. 
Twelve  wonderful  Puzzles.  The  Magic  Cards.  The 
Young  Conjurer,  consisting  of  twelve  amusing  tricks. 
How  to  Reveal  a  Person's  Thoughts.  The  Shadow 
Pantomime,  for  Winter  Evenings.  A  Splendid  Com¬ 
pendium  of  Games,  comprising  Draught  Board, 
Draughts  and  Chess  Men.  Race  Game,  with  horses 
complete,  and  Go  Bang  and  several  other  amusing 
games.  Sixteen  splendid  Photographs  of  celebrated 
pictures  after  Landseer  and  other  well-known  Artists. 
A  packet  of  this  season’s  Christmas  Cards  (alone 
worth  One  Shilling),  together  with  one  of  our  grand 
Illustrated  Christmas  Catalogues  (forty  pages),  all 
^ent,  Carriage  paid,  on  receipt  of  postal  note  for  One 
Shilling.  — Address, 


This  is  undoubtedly  the  cheapest  selection  of  Artistic  and  High- 
-Class  Christmas  Cards  ever  offered.  Every  card  guaranteed  to 
be  a  perfect  specimen  of  artistic  skill,  comprising  a  choice 
-variety  of  Snow  Scences,  Landscapes,  and  Floral  Designs,  &c., 
-enriched  with  a  judicious  selection  of  .‘sentiments  and  poems  by 
authors  of  standard  repute.  No  rubbishy  cards  kept  in  stock  ; 
the  readers  of  this  Magazine  may,  therefore,  rely  with  every 
confidence  on  W.  H.  MAYNE  sending  the  very  best  cards  only, 
vhich  he  hereby  guarantees. 

W.  H.  MAYNE  particularly  wishes  to  announce  the  fact 
■chat  early  purchasers  have  the  advantage  of  receiving  the  best 
cards.  All  orders  should,  therefore,  be  sent  without  delay  to 

w.  H.  MAYNE,  fine  Htt  Dealer, 

8,  CLARENDON  TERRACE,  PLYMOUTH. 

Price  5s. 

LETTERS  TO  A  PATIENT 

ON 

CONSUMPTION. 

By  JOHN  FRANCIS  CHURCHILL,  M.D. 

DAVID  STOTT,  370,  Oxford  St.,  London,  W. 

QTflWIPS  -  STAMPS  -  STAMPS. 

W  PALMER’S  BAZAAR.  See  Bric-a-Brac,  Id. 

Buy,  Sell,  and  Exchange  with  Palmer.  500  Stamp-, 
all  different,  6s.  Stamps  sent  on  approval.  Office 
hours,  10  a.m.  to  7  p.m. 

J.  W.  PALMER,  281,  Strand,  London. 

Aly  only  address. 


THE  UNIVERSAL  SUPPLY  COMPANY, 

123,  Clerkenwell  Road,  London,  E.C, 


Your  Nickel  Silver 

PEN  AND  PENCIL  CASE 


With  your  TTAME  in  RUBBER.. 

COMPLETE  7.U.  STAMPS. 

OR  FOB 

Tour  Rubber  Stamp,  ele?antly  mounted,  Tame  in  full,  or 
Moiiogi-am.  for  Marking  Linen  or  Stamping  Pap“r.  e>iclose 


A  ddress — 

CRYSTAL 

PALACE 
(JOHN  BOND’S) 
GOLD  MEDAL 
MARKING  INK 

WORKS, 

75, 

Souths:  ite 
Road. 


3jd.  Stamps  for  Postage,  &-c.  Mention  this  Magazine.  London.' N, 


tSL 

BS, 


“  The  stare  were  wont  to  govern  fates  of  men  ; 
The  ruling  power  is  now  a  ‘  Planet  ’  Pen.” 


Postage  on  6d.  boxes,  id.;  is.  ditto,  i^d.;  gross  boxes,  2d. 
Wiite  for  a  sample  box,  a-sorted  the  8  kinds, 
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SIAN  SONNENSCHEIN  &  CO.’S  NEW  LIST. 

SOCIAL  SCIENCE  SERIES. 

2S.  6d.  each. 

The  NEWEST  VOLUME  is 

OUR  DESTINY  :  The  Influence  of  Socialism  on 

MORALS  AND  RELIGION  ;  an  Essay  in  Ethics.  By 
Laurence  Gronlund.  i8o  pp.  [This  day. 


The  PREVIOUS  VOLUMES  are:— 


1. 

2. 

3- 

4- 

5- 
6. 

7- 

8. 

9- 

CO. 
Eli. 
5  2. 

13- 

<14. 

ffS- 

c6. 

17. 


Work  and  Wages. 

Civilization. 

Quintessence  of  Socialism. 
Darwinism  &  Politics.  D 
Religion  and  Socialism. 

EtMcs  of  Socialism. 

Drink  Question. 

Promotion  of  Happiness. 
England’s  Ideal,  &c. 

Socialism  in  England. 
Bismarck  and  State  Socialism. 
Godwin’s  Political  Justice 
The  French  Revolution. 


Thorold  Rogers. 
E.  Carpenter. 
Dr.  SCHAFFLE. 
G.  Ritchie,  M.A.  (Oxon.) 
E.  Belfort  Bax. 
E.  Belfort  Bax. 
Dr.  Kate  Mitchell. 
Prof.  Macmillan. 
E.  Carpenter. 
Sidney  Webb,  LL.B. 
W.  H.  Dawson. 
Edit.  H.  S.  Salt. 
E.  Belfort  Bax. 


The  Co-operative  Commonwealth.  L.  Gronujnd. 
Essays  and  Addresses.  B.  Bosanquet,  jM.A.  (Oxon.) 
Charity  Organisation.  C.  S.  Loch,  Sec. Char. Org.  Soc. 
Thoreau’s  Reform  Papers.  Edit.  H.  S.  Salt. 

Self-Help  100  Years  Ago.  G.  J.  Holyoake. 

SCHOPENHAUER  SERIES.  Edited  by 

T.  Bailey  Saunders,  M.A.  (Oxon.)  Each  2s.  6d. 

I.  The  Wisdom  of  Life.  With  an  Introductory  Essay. 
-2.  Counsels  and  Maxims. 

Religion  ;  and  other  Essays.  2nd  edition. 

Art  of  Literature.  [Sho7'ily. 

Studies  in  Pessimism. 

“Mr.  Saunders  has  done  English  readers  a  genuine  service.  A  clear 
a'ld  thriroughly  helnful  preface.” — Alhenceum.  “  Excellent  reading.” — 
&cots  Obf^ervsr.  “  Let  your  view  of  Schopenhauer  he  what  it  niay,  you 
cannot  help  enjoying  and  admiring  the  wealth  of  observation,  reflection, 
«iud  wisdom.” — Truth.  “  A  vigorous  translation.” — Scotswxn. 

BEST  EDITIONS  OF  THE  BEST  AUTHORS. 


■3- 

4. 

5- 


THE  OXFORD  BIBLE 
FOR  TEMIERS 


* 


Is  now  Issued  In  Twelve  sizes,  with  the  Text  arranged  in  each 
so  as  to  correspond,  page  for  page,  with  all  the  others. 
Seven  Sizes  are  printed  on  the  best  Rag-jnade  Printing  Paper  ^ 
a7id  vary  in  prices  f7  077t  ns.  6d.  to  45J. 

Five  Sizes  ar-e priiited  on  thin,  opaque  INDIA  PAPER,  and 
are  extremely  light  a^id  thui.  They  vary  in  weight  from 
12J  ounces  to  22  ounces,  and  itt  price  from  qs.  to  46^.,  not 
'  exceeding  an  inch  in  thickness. 

The  Bishop  of  Meath. — “  The  most  valuable  edition  of 
the  English  Bible  ever  presented  to  the  public.” 

The  Dkan  of  Gloucester.—  “  It  is  to  my  mind  simply  per¬ 
fect,  whether  I  look  at  it  from  the  standpoint  of  a  Biblical 
Scholar  or  of  a  Sunday-school  Teacher.” 

The  Times. — “  The  whole  has  been  done  with  admirable 
completeness.”  [Maps.” 

The  Guardian. — “A  perfect  library,  In  Notes,  Tables,  and 


PRINTED  ON  THE  OXFORD  THIN  INDIA  PAPER. 

Just  Ready,  Brilliant  96mo.,  3J  by  i  by  ^  inches,  pp.  552. 

The  Finger  IewTestai^ent. 

It  weighs,  when  hound  in  Turkey  Morocco,  less  than  three- 
quarters  of  aiz  ounce.  It  is  a  complete  New  Testament, 
and  measures  only  one  inch  in  width,  three-and-a-half  inches 
in  length,  and  a  third  of  an  inch  in  thickness  ;  yet  it  contains 
552  pages  printed  hi  a  type  which,  though  necessarily  minute, 
is  clear,  distinct,  and pefectly  legible.  T his  edition  strikingly 
exhibits  the  properties  of  the  famous  Oxford  India  Paper, 

darentioii 


ilBRARY  edition  OF  STANDARD 
AUTHORS. 

In  stock  at  all  Booksellers’  at  strictly  net  prices. 

Charge  8vo.,  handsomely  bound,  gilt  tops,  4s.  to  4s.  6d.  per  vol. 

1.  Shakspeare.  Edited  by  Dyce.  10  vols.  5,052  pp. 

2.  Pepy’s  Diary.  Unexpurgated  Edit.  4  vols.  2,088  pp. 

3.  Prescott’s  Conquest  of  Mexico.  739  pp. 

.4.  - Conquest  of  Peru.  536  pp. 

5.  - Ferdinand  and  Isabella.  704  pp. 

•6.  Motley’s  Rise  oftbe  Dutch  Republic.  928  pp. 

7.  Burns’s  Works.  Kilmarnock  Edition.  2  vols.  1,104  pp. 

8.  Grammont’s  Memoirs.  Portraits.  416  pp. 

9.  St.  Simon’s  Memoirs.  3  vols.  1,235  pp. 

CO.  Percy’s  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry.  3  V.  1,396  pp. 
SI.  Wheatley’s  Pepys  and  the  World  he  Lived  in. 
332  PP- 

12.  Walpole’s  Anecdotes.  80  Steel  For.  3  vols.  1,090  pp. 
03.  Boswell’s  Johnson.  Edit.  P.  Fitzgerald.  3  vols. 
1,654  PP- 

>14.  Weir’s  Historical  Basis  of  Modern  Europe.  i  vol. 
636  pp. 

“This  hook  has  great  merits.  It  is  the  result  of  wide  and  Careful 
reading,  marked  hy  insight  and  by  power  of  selection.  He  has  firmly 
■eeized  the  distinguishing  characteristics  of  life  and  thought  in  modern 
'Europe.”— PaW  Mall.  “A  very  mine  of  knowledge.” — Literary  World. 

“The  only  Impartial  History  of  Ireland.” 

15.  Hassencamp’s  History  of  Ireland..  i  vol.  360  pp. 

“  There  is  throughout  the  work  evidence  of  assiduous  labour  and 
/conscieutious  anxiety  to  present  correct  views.” — Athenaium.  “  A  com¬ 
prehensive  and  trustworthy  history.” — Scotsman. 

Dr.  PFLEIDERER’S  Important  New  Work. 

DEVELOPMENT  OF  THEOLOGY  IN 

GERMANY  AND  GREAT  BRITAIN.  Thick  8vo. 

I  os.  6d. 

Coleridge,  Carlyle,  F.  W.  Newman,  Jas.  Mill,  Sir  W.  Hamll- 
'ton,  Mansel,  F.  D.  Maurice,  Mat.  Arnold,  Seeley,  H.  Spencer, 
J.  Caird,  T.  H.  Green,  Seth,  Flint,  Martineau,  J.  H.  Newman, 
'Fronde,  Keble,  Pusey,Whateley,  T.  Arnold,  Hampden,  Milman, 
'I’hirlwall,  Hare,  Erskine,  J.  M.  Campbell,  Kingsley,  Jjwett, 
Stanley,  Mackay,  Edersheim,  Davidson,  Westcott,  Robertson, 
Smith,  Hatch,  Kant,  Herder,  Schlelermacher,  Fichte,  Schelling, 
Hegel,  Biedermann,  Rothe,  Dorner,  Martensen,  Lange,  'Fhor- 
oasius,  Hofmann,  Schenkel,  Lipsius,  Strauss,  Ullmann,  Wtisse, 
Baur,  Zeller,  SchiVegler,  Ritchl,  Hilgenfeld,  Volkman,  Renan, 
■Keim,  Weizsacker,  Vatke,  Ewald,  Graf,  Kiienen,  Reuss, 
Wellhausen,  Spittler,  Planck,  Neander,  Hase,  Gieseler,  8zc. 

SWAN  SONNENSCHEIN  &  CO..  Paternoster  Square.  London. 


BOOKS  FOB  FBESENTS. 

New  AND  Cheaper  Edition. 

Crown  8vo.,  cloth  bevelled,  gilt  lines,  4s.  6d.,  and  in  various 
superior  bindings. 

T heT reasury  of  Sacred  Song 

Selected  from  the  English  Lyrical  Poetry  of  Four 
Centuries  ;  with  Notes,  Explanatory  and  Biogra¬ 
phical.  By  F.  T.  Palgrave,  M.A.,  Professor  of 
Poetry,  Oxford. 

Pall  Mall  Gazette. — “Will  become  at  once  a  standard 
volume.”  [have  hitherto  seen.” 

Spectator. — “A  selection  more  comprehensive  than  any  we 
*„,*  Also  an  Edition  piinted  on  OXFORD  THIN  INDIA 
PAPER,  making  an  exceptionally  light  and  handy  volume. 
Extra  cloth,  10s.  6d.,  and  in  superior  bindings. 

DR.  MARTINEAU’S  GREAT  WORKS. 

2  vols.,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  15s. 

TYPES  OF  ETHICAL  THEORY.  By  James 

Martineau,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  late  Principal  of  Man¬ 
chester  New  College,  London.  Third  Edition. 

“  The  most  important  and  original  work  which  English  philo¬ 
sophy  has  produced  for  at  least  a  century  and  a  \isXi." -Spectator . 
2  vols.,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  15s. 

A  STUDY  OF  RELIGION :  Its  Sources 

and  Contents.  ByjAs.  Martineau,  d.d.,  ll.d. 

“Will  rank  with  the  great  works  of  Berkeley,  Butler,  and 
Cardinal  Newman,  amongst  the  most  enduring  efforts  of  philo¬ 
sophical  thought.” — Spectator. 

Third  Edition,  Revised,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  los.  6d. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  of  FRENCH  LITERA¬ 

TURE.  By  G.  Saintsbury,  M.A. 

“  In  many  ways  a  masterpiece.’’ — Athenoeum. 

N.B. — All  Book  buyers  will  find  It  worth  their  while  to  examine 
carefully  the  catalogue  of  CLARENDON  PRESS  PUB¬ 
LICATIONS,  containing  many  Standard  works  in  General 
and  Educational  Literature,  which  will  be  sent  post  free  on 
application. 

London;  HENRY  FROWDE, 

Oxford  University  Press  Warehouse,  Amen  Comer,  E.C. 
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AD  VERTISEMENTS. 


The  opening  chapters  of  the  Story  which  has 

gained  the  Prize  of 

ONE  THOUSAND  POUNDS 

APPEAR  IN  THE 

Christmas  Number  of  TTITT-BITTS* 

The  Legal  Page  in  Tit- Bits  is  written  by  a  Barrister,  and  contains 
valuable  information. 

The  Inquiry  Column  in  Tit-Bits  contains  answers  to  some  of  the 
most  curious  and  interesting  questions  it  is  possible  to  ask. 

The  Continental  Page  in  Tit-Bits  gives  the  wittiest  paragraphs  from 
the  Press  of  Europe. 

The  General  Information  Page  in  Tit-Bits  is  entertaining  and 
instructive. 

TIT-BITS  is  a  Journal  of  pure  Literature,  contributed  by  the  most 
entertaining  Writers  of  the  day. 

One  Guinea  per  column  (about  700  words)  is  paid  for  original  Articles. 

Litterateurs  desiring  to  contribute  should  examine  the  pages  of  Tit-Bits^ 
so  as  to  fall  in  with  the  general  tone  and  style  of  the  Paper. 

Contributors  should  send  nothing  that  will  bore,  nothing  that  will  pollute 
— only  that  which  will  brighten,  amuse,  and  instruct. 

SHORTHAND  TIT-BITS  is  published  every  month.  Price 
Twopence. 

SHORTHAND  TIT  BITS  is  in  the  easy  reporting  style  of  Pitman’s 
Phonography,  and  is  issued  under  the  superintendence  of  Messrs. 
Isaac  Pitman  &  Sons,  of  Bath  and  London.  It  consists  of  twelve 
pages,  containing  a  reproduction  of  portions  of  the  ordinary  number 
of  Tit- Bits. 

SHORTHAND  TIT-BITS  is  invaluable  to  the  student  of  Phono¬ 
graphy,  as  well  as  interesting  to  every  writer  of  Shorthand,  and  forms 
one  of  the  most  unique  productions  ever  issued  from  the  press. 


©ffices:  BURLEIGH  ST.,  STRAND,  LONDON,  W.C. 
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Now  Ready.  Volume  IV.  of  **  THE  ADVENTURE  SERIES.” 

The  AdYentnres  of  Thomas  Pelloi,  of  Penryn,  Mariner. 

THREE-AND  TWENTY  YEARS  IN  CAPTIVITY  AMONG  THE  MOORS. 

Written  by  Himself ;  and  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Dr.  Robert  Brown.  Illustrated  from 

Contemporaneous  Prints.  Large  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  5s.  \_Ready^ 

“  A  most  eventful  history.  .  .  .  The  book  is  one  that  must  surely  prove  a  treasure  even  to  our  favoured  youth.  .  .  .  Dr.  Brows 
has  done  his  work  excellently.” — Manchester  Examiner. 

Other  Volumes  in  the  Series  : 

L  The  Adventures  of  a  Younger  Son.  By  E.  J.  Trelawny.  With  an  Introduction  by  Edward 
Garnett. 

II.  Robert  Drury’s  Journal  in  Madagascar.  With  Preface  and  Notes  by  CapC.  S.  P.  Oliver, 

Author  of  “  Madagascar.” 

III.  Memoirs  of  the  Extraordinary  Military  Career  of  John  Shipp.  With  Introduction  by 

H.  Manners  Chichester. 

Illustrated  Prospectus  post  free. 


Volume  XXVI.  of  “THE  STORY  OF  THE  NATIONS.” 

By  LINA  HUG  and  R.  STEAD. 

Maps,  Illustrations,  and  Index.  Crown  8vo.,  cloth,  5s. 

A  List  of  the  Volumes  and  Authors. 


1.  ROME. 

By  Arthur  Gilman,  M.A. 


2.  THE  JEWS. 

By  Prof.  J.  K.  Hosmer. 

3.  GERMANY. 

By  Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould. 

4.  CARTHAGE. 

By  Prof.  Alfred  J.  Church. 

6.  ALEXANDER’S  EMPIRE. 

By  Prof.  J.  P.  Mahaffy. 

6.  THE  MOORS  IN  SPAIN. 

By  Stanley  Lane-Poole. 

7.  ANCIENT  EGYPT. 

By  Prof.  George  Rawlinson. 

8.  HUNGARY. 

By  Prof.  Arminius  Vambery. 

9.  THE  SACRACENS. 

By  Arthur  Gilman,  M.A. 


10.  IRELAND. 

By  the  Hon.  Emily  Lawless. 

11.  CHALDEA. 

By  Zi^NAiDE  A.  Ragozin. 

12.  THE  GOTHS. 

By  Henry  Bradley. 

13.  ASSYRIA. 

By  Z^naIde  a.  Ragozin. 

14.  TURKEY. 

By  Stanley  Lane-Poole. 

15.  HOLLAND. 

By  Prof.  J.  E.  Thorold  Rogers. 

16.  MEDIAEVAL  FRANCE. 

By  Gustave  Masson, 

17.  PERSIA. 

By  S.  G,  W.  Benjamin. 

18.  PHCENICIA. 


19.  MEDIA. 

By  Z^naIde  a.  Ragozin. 

20.  THE  HANSA  TOWNS. 

By  Helen  Zimmern. 

21.  EARLY  BRITAIN. 

By  Prof.  A.  J.  Church. 

22.  THE  BARBARY 

CORSAIRS, 

By  Stanley  Lane-Poole. 

23.  RUSSIA. 

By  W.  R.  Morfill. 

24.  THE  JEWS  UNDER 

ROMAN  RULE, 

By  W.  D.  Morrison. 


By  Prof.  George  Rawlinson. 

Illustrated  Prospectus  on  application. 


25.  SCOTLAND. 

By  John  Mackintosh,  LL.D, 


THE  PSEUDONYM  LIBRARY. 

24  mo.,  paper.  Is.  %d.  each. — Volume  I.  Now  Ready. 


ivL A D m; o X s c: iL. iL. c:  txe. 


By  LANOE  FALCONER. 

”  A  brilliant  story.  .  .  .  The  Pseudonym  Library  opens  well.” — Saturday  Review. 

Xn  Px'ejpa.E'SK.'tioxx: 

IL  THE  STORY  OF  ELEANOR  LAMBERT.  By  Magdalen  Brooke. 

EL  THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  CAMPAGNA;  and,  A  Shadow  on  a  Wave, 

By  Von  Degen.  Other  Volumes  are  in  the  Press. 


The  Century 

Illustrated  Monthly  Magazine. 
Price  Is.  4d.  Monthly. 

Pex*  ISa.^  ]pos^ 

Half-yearly  Volumes,  now  ready,  bound  in  green 
cloth,  gilt,  price  10^.  6^/.  each. 


St.  Nicholas  Magazine 

For  Young  Folks. 

Price  Is.  Monthly. 


Pev  yeaiix*,  14s.,  pos^ 

Half-yearly  Volumes,  now  ready,  elegantly  bound  m 
red  cloth,  gilt,  price  8j.  each. 


London  :  T.  FISHER  UNWIN,  Paternoster  Square,  E.C. 


AD  VER  TISEMENTS, 


^he  Illustrated  Weekly  Journal 
for  Qentlevpomeny 


A  SUCCESS  SO  GREAT 


MEDIATE 


As  l3y 


Is  absolutely  without  parallel  In  the  History  of  Journalism. 

“  T'be  0entlewoman  ” 

IS  SUBSCRIBED  TO  BY  THE  ELITE  OF  ENGLISH  SOCIETY. 


The  Royal  Edition  de  Luxe,  cover  printed  in  gold  and  tied  with  red  silk,  is  supplied 
weekly  to  the  Members  of  every  Royal  Family  in  Europe. 

Some  of  the  regular  features  are : — Gentlewomen  “  At 
Home.”^ — Social  Parables. — Sports  and  Sportswomen. — The 
Gentle  Art  of  Beauty. — Exclusive  Fashions. — Our  Fair  Critics. 
— Cosy  Corner  Chat. — Wonderland  for  the  Children. — Drama, 

Music,  and  Art,  &c.,  &c. 

OTHER  PEOPLE’S  CHILDREN.  By  JOHN  STRANGE  lINTER. 

FAMOUS  PEOPLE  I  HAVE  MET.  By  Mrs.  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SAU. 

THE  SHOPS,  THE  HOME,  WEDDINGS,  HEALTH,  TOILET,  &c. 

BRIGHT  READIiMG  BY  THE  BEST  WRITERS. 

BRILLIANT  ILLUSTRATIONS  BY  THE  BEST  ARTISTS. 


•»-  SIXPENCE  WEEKLY.  "Wi 


efflces:  POIARD  POUSE,  PRDNDEL  STREET,  PTRAND,  W.O. 

May  be  ordered  of  any  Newsagent  or  at  Railway  Bookstalls. 


AD  VER  TISEMENTS. 


XI 


REilNGTON 

STANDARD  TYPEWRITER 


For  Fifteen  Years  the  Standard,  and  to-day  the  most 
perfect  development  of  the  wa  iting  machine,  embodying 
4he  latest  and  highest  achievements  of  inventive  and 
mechanical  skill.  We  add  to-  the  Remington  eve/y 
improvement  that  study  and  capital  can  secure. 

WYCKOFF,  SEAM^F&  BENEDICT, 

Principal  Opbce — 

iondon:  100,GRACECHURCH  ST.,  E.C.  j  Leadenhali  Street. 

Branch  Offices — 

Liverpool  ;  CENTRAL  BUILDINGS,  NORTH  JOHN  STREET. 
Birmingham:  23,  MARTINEAU  STREET. 
Manchester  :  8,  MOULT  STREET. 


FINE  ART  INSURANCE  GO. 

LimiTED. 

Capital  -  -  ^^^OgOOO. 

of  ^nBe^fmenf 

The  Earl  of  Northbrook,  G.C.S.I. 

The  Earl  of  Wharncliffe.  |  William  Agnevv,  Esq. 

®irecfor6. 

The  Earl  de  Grey.  J.  C.  Horsley.  Esq.,  R.A,, 

J.  M.  Macdonald,  Esq  T.  Humphry  Ward,  Esq. 

(Messrs.  Matheson  Co.)  Ernes  c  F.  G.  Hatch,  Esq. 
Archibald  Stuart  Wortley,  Esq. 

Head  Offices:  28,  CORNHILL,  E.C. 


l\l»ISI*lTTABr.K  POI.irBES. 

Policies  are  Indisputable  except  ou  trrounfl  of  fraud,  as  values  are 
settled  Before  acceptance,  and  they  are  free  from  all  amblguoua 
clauses  and  v-xatious  restrictions  bitberto  found  in  nil 
Policies  coveriog-  this  class  of  property.  Before  accepting  ri-ska 
the  Directors  will,  if  necessary,  obtain  a  valuation  made  hy  skille  '  experta 
Full  part  culars  as  to  Rates,  &€.,  ivill  be  given  on  application  to  the 
Secretary,  Corn  him,,  h.c. 


VENABLES’  PIANOS 

^\)c  1Hew  fIDobel 

(CHECK  ACTION), 


On  3  Years’  System,  15s.  2d. 
per  month.. 


G.  VENABLES  &  GO., 

187  &  189,  Essex  Road,  Islington. 


WHITFIELD  KING  &  CO.’S 
NEW  PRICE  LIST  of  Postage 
Stamps,  Post  Cards,  &c.,  in  packets 
and  sets,  is  now  ready,  and  will  be 
sent  gratis  to  any  address  on  appli¬ 
cation.  All  Collectors  should  see 
our  price  list  before,  sending  else¬ 
where  for  stamps. 

STAMP  ALBUMS.— The  best 
in  existence  are  undoubtedly  Senf ’s, 
which  are  also  the  latest  published. 
We  shall  be  pleased  to  send  an 
Illustrated  Prospectus  of  these  on 
application,  as  well  as  of  the  Crown 
Stamp  Albums,  which  are  of  a  cheaper  description  (from  2,s.  up¬ 
wards),  suitable  for  beginners.  All  Stamps  sold  by  us  are  war- 
<ranted  genuine.  Selections  of  Stamps  sent  on  Approval. 

whitheld  king  &  CO.,  Stamp  Importers,  IPSWIGH. 


FOR 

EI6N  STA 

IPS 

WRITE  FOR  list! 

OF  OVER 

300  Cheap  Sets 

TO 

ALFRED  SMITH  &  CO.,  BATH. 


Gold  Medal  A  warded  Intern itional 


RANKIN'S 

CORK 


MATS. 


Exbib  .tion,  Edinburgh,  1890. 


RANKINS 

CORK 


MATS. 


CAUTION. — Inferior  Mats 
being  offered  to  the  Public, 
iplease  note  that  each  Mat  is 

'branded'  CORK  MAT.’ 

These  are  the  finest 
Carriage  &  Bathroom 
Mats  as  used  by 
Lord  Salisbury  and 
Mr.  Gladstone. 


TRAD 


MARK 


They  are  Warm,  Soft, 
Clean,  Comfortable,  Dry  & 
Durable.  Easily  washed. 

They  prevent  cold  feet  in 
Driving  Bathir.g,  &c.,  and 
used  by  Housemaids  for 
ing.  They  keep  the  feet 
warm  &  comfortable  inChurch. 

Of  Best  Furnishing  Houses 
and  Chemibts,  &c.  Sizes,  lain. 
by  i2in.  to  2oin.  by  45in. 

Prices,  3s.  to  24s.  eacho 


’RAJNISLTN  SONS!,  CORK  IMPORTERS,  GLASGOW  AND  LISBON. 


AD  VERTISEMENTS, 


Xll 


JOHN  DICKS’  BOOKS  AND  PUBLICATIONS. 


Th«  Favourite  Illustrated  Magazine  Designed  for  the 

Home  Circle. 


NOW  PERMANENTLY  ENLARGED  TO  TWENTY-FOUR  PAGES. 

Each  number  contains  a  Complete  Novel. 


Every  lady  in  the  Kingdom  should  purchase 
ONE  PENNY  WEEKLY.  BOW  BELLS.  ONE  PENNY  WEEKLY. 

Serials  by  the  Best  Authors,  Complete  Stories,  Graphology  (Free), 
Physiognomy  (Free),  The  Table,  Household,  &o..  Society  Gossip, 
Art  and  Dramatic  Notes,  Competitions  for  Money  Prizes,  Chess, 
Cycling  Gossip,  Original  Essays,  Health  and  Beauty,  Sale  and 
Exchange  (Free),  Dress  and  Fashion,  Answers  to  Correspondents. 

Price  One  Penny  Weekly.  Now  Publishing. 

COMPANION  WORK  TO  BOW  BELLS. 

BOW  BELLS  NOVELETTES. 

Each  number  contains  a  Complete  Story  of  about  the 
ordinary  Three-Volume  Length,  by  Popular  Authors,  and  is 
Splendidly  Illustrated.  I  Vide  Public  Opinion. 

“Forpure  romance  commend  me  to  Bow  Bells  Novelettes.” 

Subscriptions  : — Quarterly,  post  free,  Is.  8d. ;  Half-Yearly, 
88.  3d.  ;  Yearly,  08.  6d. 

Look  out  for  the  handsome  Supplements  and  Fine  Art 
Pictures  periodically  presented  to  the  readers  of  BOW 
BJCLLS  NOVELETTES. 

Send  Three-Halfpence  for  Specimen  Copy. 

THE  ILLUSTRATED 

CARPENTER  AND  BUILDER. 

THE  BEST  JOURNAL 

Foi  Architects,  Decorators,  Painters,  Plumbers,  Joiners, 
Gasfitters,  and  Mechanics  in  all  Trades. 

IndUpensable  to  every  Workman,  and  Interesting  to  every  Amateur. 

It  gives  in  every  number  Hundreds  of  Useful  Hints  in 
Building.  It  is  the  only  Leading  Weekly  Penny  Journal  for 
Joiners,  Decorators,  Painters,  Plumbers,  Gasfitters,  Archi¬ 
tects,  and  all  concerned  in  the  Construction  and  Maintenance 
el  the  House. 

Illustrated  with  Numerous  Practical  Engravings. 

Our  Inventors’  Column  and  New  Patents,  Illustrated  ;  London  and 
Pravincial  Lateur  Notes  ;  also  the  very  interesting  and  useful  columns 
of  Notes  and  Queries. 

The  Publishers  earnestly  invite  the  oo-operation  of  employers  of  labour, 
managers,  and  overseers  of  works,  factories,  &c.,  and  all,  or  any,  who  are 
brought  into  contact  with  the  working  classes  ;  mansigers  of  institutes 
and  of  technical  schools,  and  all  who  are  associated  with  amateur  work- 
mem,  or  have  at  heart  the  elevation  of  the  mechanics  and  artisans  of  the 
British  Isles,  te  assist  in  making  known  this  important  publication. 

ONE  PENNY  WEEKLY. 

Can  he  transmitted  through  the  post.  Send  Three-Halfpence  for 
Specimen  Copy.  Quarterly  Subscriptions,  Is.  8d.,  post  free  i  HMf-Yearly, 
8b.  3d. ;  Yearly,  6a.  6d:  _ 

DICKS’  ENGLISH  LIBRARY  OF  STANDARD  WORKS. 

In  again  inviting  the  particular  attention  of  the  gejieTal  reader  and 
^hlie  to  the  publication  named  above,  of  which  TWEjSTY-PIVE 
TOLS.  have  already  appeared,  we  would  repeat,  what  may  seem  to  some 
a  truism,  that,  until  reeently.  Classical  and  High-Class  Literature  have 
not  been  within  the  reach  of  the  masses. 

It  has  ever  been  the  aim  of  the  Proprietors  of  “  DICK'S  ENGLISH 
LIBRARY  ”  (an  aim  evidenced  by  the  cheap  books  already  issued,  viz., 
the  COMPLETE  WORKS  OP  SIB  WALTER  SCOTT,  in  26  Volumes  at 
3d.  per  Volume  ;  SHAKSPERE’S  COMPLETE  WORKS  for  Is.,  etc.,  etc.) 
to  place  before  the  masses  the  Works  of  our  Great  Masters  of  Ej^lish 
Literature  at  prices  within  their  reach. 

“  DICK’S  ENGLISH  LIBRARY"  is  issued  in  Weekly  Numbers,  at  Id.j 
Monthly  Parts,  at  6d. ;  and  Quarterly  Volumes  (paper  covers).  Is.  6d. ;  or 
bound  in  cloth,  2s.  6d.  Can  also  be  sent  each  week,  free  post,  on  the 
following  terms :  Quarterly,  Is.  8d. ;  Half-Yearly,  3s.  3d. ;  Yearly,  fo.  6d. 

NOW  READY, 

BOW  BELLS  ALMANACK,  1891. 

Price  6d. ;  post  free,  8d. ;  in  stiff  eeve^  beautifully  printed  iu  colours. 

This  ALMANACK  contains  ah  OPPlCIAL  LIST  of  all  the  MEMBERS 
of  PARLIAMBNT,the  PEERAGE,  MEMBERS  of  the  PRIVY  vOUNCIL, 
and  MEMBERS  of  the  COUNTY  COUiSGIL  and  SCHOOL  BOARD, 
revised  to  date. 

It  is  a  storehouse  of  information  in  regard  to  the  British  Empire,  the 
Chureh,  Government,  Einances,  Commerce,  Carriage  of  Parcels,  Postal 
Regulation^  Customs^Lioenses,  Prisons,  Circuits  of  Judges  and  Assizes, 
Fasts  and  Festivals,  Royalty,  Universities,  Hospitals,  Schools,  Prime 
Ministers  for  the  last  half-century.  Presidents  of  the  United  States, 
Sporting  Events,  Astronomical  and  other  Phenomena,  &c. 

Copiously  ILLUSTRATED  with  ENGRAVIJSGS  of  OLD  ENGLISH 
CHURCHES  and  TOWNS, and  further  contains  12  designs  of  BEAUTI¬ 
FUL  LANDSCAPI^  by  an  eminent  artist,  symbolising  the  Seasons, 

It  is  the  handsomest  and  best  Family  Almanack  published. 

You  are  partieularly  requested  to  keep  BOW  BELLS  ALMANACK  for 
reference,  so  many  important  facts  being  ohronioled  in  it. 

To  he  obtained  at  all  of  Messrs.  W.  H.  Smith  &  Son’s  Bookstalls. 

Send  for  LIST  of  JOHN  DICKS’  PENNY  FREE  ACTING 
STANDARD  PLAYS,  CHARADES,  and  COMEDIES,  lor  home  represen- 
tattoiLi 


NOW  BEING  PUBLISHED  MONTHLY. 

DICKS’  ENGLISH  NOVELS, 

Price  Sixpence  each  ;  per  post.  Twopence  extra. 

An  Illustrated  and  Unabridged  Edition  of  the  most  Popular  Works  *4 
the  Best  Authors,  printed  verbatim  from  the  original  Editions.  Each 
work  is  illustrated,  and  hound  in  stiff  attractive  wrapper.  Novels  by  the 
following  selected  Authors  have  already  been  issued :  W.  H.  Ainsworth, 
Henry  Cockton,  J.  Fenimore  Cooper,  Charles  Dickens,  Alexandre  Dumaa, 
Daniel  Defoe,  George  Manville  Fenn,  Henry  Fi-elding,  Gerald  Griffin, 
Victor  Hugo,  Theodore  Hook,  Lord  Lytton,  Charles  Lever,  Samuel 
Lover,  Captain  Marryat,  George  W,  M.  Reynolds,  G.  H.  Ross,  Georg# 
Augustus  Sala,  Albert  Smith,  William  M.  Thackeray,  Jane  Austesk, 
Maria  Edgwortn,  Emma  Robinson,  H.  Beecher  Stowe. 

DOMBEY  AND  SON,  included  in  this  series. 

The  cheapest  6d.  hook  ever  issued. 


Now  Ready,  in  26  volumes,  price  Threepence  each ; 

Post  free,  One  Penny  extra. 

DICKS’  WAYERLEY  NOVELS, 

BY  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  Babt. 

This  Edition  is  Printed  from  the  Original  Text,  with  the  Original 
Notes,  and  contains  the  whole  of  SOOTT’S  NOVEliS,  thirty-two  in 
number,  copiously  illustrated.  Each  Volume  is  neatly  got  up,  weD 
printed  on  good  paper,  with  a  new,  neat,  and  clear  type, 

Waverley,  Guy  Mannering,  Antiquary,  Rob  Roy,  Ivanhoe,  The 
Monastery,  The  Abbot,  Kenilworth,  The  Pirate,  Fortunes  of  Nigel, 
Peveril  of  the  Peak,  Quentin  Durward,  St.  Ronan’s  Well,  Redgauntlet, 
The  Betrothed,  The  Talisman,  Woodstock,  Fair  Maid  of  Perth,  Anne  o3 
Geierstein,  Tales  of  my  Landlord :  The  Black  Dwarf,  Legend  of  Mont¬ 
rose,  Old  Mortalit:n  Heart  of  Midlothian,  Bride  of  Lammermoor,  Counl 
Robert  of  Paris,  Castle  Dangerous.  Chronicles  of  the  Canongate : 
Highland  Widow,  Two  Drovers,  Aunt  Margaret’s  Mirror,  Tapestried 
Chamber,  Death  of  the  Laird’s  Jock,  Surgeon’s  Daughter. 

SGOTT’S  POKMS,  uniform  with  the  above,  are  also  , on  sale,  price  Ozt# 
Shilling,  gilt-lettered ;  and  Paper  Covers,  6d. 


NOW  PUBLISHING,  CROWN  OCTAVO. 

DICKS’  ENGLISH  CLASSICS. 

These  are  the  Cheapest  Books  in  the  World.  Each  Volume  is  Complete 
and  Unabridged,  and  printed  from  the  Original  Best  Edition  extant, 
with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Author,  and  Copiously  Illustrated, 
All  the  Volumes  are  issued  in  a  Uniform  Style  from  New  Type,  Printed 
on  Good  Paper,  and  strongly  stitched  in  Stiff  Coloured  Wrapper.  May 
also  he  had  handsomely  hound  in  Cloth,  gilt-lettered.  The  following 
Illustrated  Volumes  are  now  ready  : — Shakspere,  Is. ;  Byron,  Is.  ;  Scott, 
6d. ;  Goldsmith,  9d. ;  Lonfellow,  6d. ;  Burns,  6d. ;  Arabian  Nights,  6d. ; 
Milton,  6d. ;  Cowper,  6d. ;  Wordsworth,  6d. ;  Moore,  6d. ;  Hemans,  9d.  ; 
Thompson,  6d. ;  Pope,  Is.  These  Works  are  certainly  marvels  of  cheajy- 
ness,  and  the  edition  promises  to  form  a  library  that  anyone  may  be 
proud  to  possess.  _ 

Now  Ready.  Crown  8vo.,  56  pages,  price  3Jd.,  post  free. 

THE  ACTOR’S  HAND-BOOK, 

And  Guide  to  the  Stage  for  Amateurs. 

BY  THE  OLD  STAGER. 

This  Guide-book  contains  Important  Hints  upon  the  following 

subjects  : — 

Howto  Study — How  to  Read— How  to  Declaim— How  to  Improve  tb# 
Voice — How  to  Memorize — Howto.  Make  up  the  Figure — How  to  Make 
up  the  Face — How  to  Tread  the  Stage — How  to  Minp.age  the  Hands— How 
to  Express  the  Various  Passions  and  Emotions — How  to  do  Bye- Play — 
How  to  Comport  Yourself  as  a  Lady  or  Gentleman— How  to  obtain  an 
Engagement.  All  Booksellers. 

Send  for  JOHN  DICKS’  Complete  Catalogue  of  Classics,  Novels,  Plays* 

Music,  &o. 

CHARADES  AND  COMEDIES 

For  Home  Representation. 

Containing  Sixteen  Charades  and  Comedies,  all  Free- Acting,  price  6d. 
Bandit,  Margaret  Helmore  ;  The  Snow-Helped,  J,  R.  Ware  ;  Jargonell*, 
Mrs.  H.  Parker  ;  A  Marriage  Noose, H.  B.  Farnie  ;  The  Lost  Pocket  Book, 
T.  H.  Reynoldson  ;  Twenty  and  Forty,  J.  R.  Ware  ;  AH  Fair  in  Love, 
H.  Hersee  ;  A  Woman  will  be  a  Woman.  J.  R.  Ware;  The  Captain’# 
Ghost,  T.  H.  Reynoldson  ;  Hat-Box,  H.  Hersee ;  Mumher  157b,  H.  B, 
Farnie  ;  Lovely,  H.  P.  Grattan  ;  Bow  Bell(e)s,  “  Post  Tenehraa  Lux”  ; 
Mistaken,  ”  Quill  ’’ ;  Locksmith,  H.  Romona  ;  Portmanteau,  W,  Beck. 

Can  also  he  had  separately,  price  One  Penny  each  ;  post  free,  One  Half¬ 
penny  each  extra. 

DICKS’  STANDARD  PLAYS 

And  Free  Acting  Drama. 

Printed  from  the  Original  Text,  the  Greater  number  containing  Full 
Stage  Directions,  Fhrits  and  Entrances,  Relative  Positions,  Cast  of 
Characters,  Costumes,  &o. 

Price  One  Penny  each  Complete  Play  ;  per  Post,  One  Halfpenny  extra. 

Managers  and  others  are  requested  to  observe  that  the  whole  of  the 
pieces  included  in  this  edition  can  be  represented,  “  free  of  charge,”  and 
no  one  is  entitled  to  claim  any  fees  for  the  performance  of  such  play. 


JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand,  London;  of  all  Boohtalls,  Booksellers,  and  Newsagents. 

Send  /(wr  Complete  Catalogue  of  Novels,  Classics,  Plays,  Music,  etc.,  etc 


AD  VERTISEMENTS, 


TEST  THEM  FREE  OF  CHARGE. 


WHAT  WE  ARE  PREPARED  TO  DO. 

We  are  prepared  to  supply  clergymen  with 
two  packets  of  Frazer’s  Sulphur  Tablets  for 
test  among  sick  poor  parishioners. 

We  are  prepared  to  supply  1,000,000  of 
the  general  public  with  samples  of  Frazer’s 
Sulphur  Tablets,  gratis  and  post  free,  of 
whom  upwards  of  400,000  have  been  already 
supplied. 

We  are  prepared  to  pay  postage  thereon 
(1,000,000  at  id.),  value  ;^4,i66  13s.  4d.,  of 
which  nearly  ^2,000  has  been  already  paid. 

A  WORD  OF  ADVICE. 

Don’t  write  for  the  Samples  simply 
because  we  offer  them  free  of  charge,  nor 
because  your  neighbour  does.  Read  our 
advertisement  through  to  the  end,  and  then 
decide  whether  you  or  yours  need  or  would 
be  benefited  by  the  use  of  Frazer’s  Sulphur 
Tablets.  We  do  not  pose  as  philanthropists. 
This  is  a  business  offer.  We  have  an  article 
that  we  know  from  severe  tests  and  from 
results  achieved  will  sell  on  its  merits  if 
seen,  tasted,  and  tested.  Sulphur  is  the 
oldest,  the  best,  and  safest  remedy  for  the 
blood,  for  the  skin,  for  the  complexion,  for 
rheumatism,  and  for  constipation.  Frazer’s 
Sulphur  Tablets  are  composed  of  sulphur 
incorporated  with  cream  of  tartar  and  other 
curative  ingredients.  They  are  much  more 
efficacious  than  sulphur  in  milk  or  treacle. 
This  has  been  proved  time  and  again.  They 
are  liked.  Men  favour  them,  women  hail 
them  as  a  boon,  and  children  think  them 
as  pleasant  to  eat  as  confectionery.  They 
benefit  all,  and  are  as  efficacious  and  cura¬ 
tive  as  they  are  safe  and  agreeable. 

TWO  THOUSAND  POUNDS  HARD  CASH. 

This  was  the  sum  we  stood  to  lose,  plus 
the  cost  of  advertisements,  if,  when  seen  and 
tested,  Frazer’s  Sulphur  Tablets  had  failed 
to  merit  approval.  Do  us  the  justice  to 
admit  this  is  a  fair  test. 


We  supply  the  Samples  free.  We  prepay 
the  postage.  All  you  do  is  to  write  a  letter 
or  post-card  and  ask  for  them. 

WHY  DO  WE  TAKE  THIS  RISK? 

This  is  what  people  ask  us.  We  reply, 
because  those  who  write  for  the  samples 
afterwards  buy  packets  of  Frazer’s  Sulphur 
Tablets  by  post  from  us,  or  obtain  them 
from  chemists,  stores,  or  medicine  vendors. 
People  likewise  recommend  and  keep  the 
Tablets  by  them.  The  consequence  is — 
that  we  sell  several  hundred  dozen  packets 
weekly,  and  the  sale  is  rapidly  growing. 
This  is  trade  by  merit.  The  public  have 
shown  discrimination,  and  that  they  can 
appreciate  merit,  and  it  was  in  firm  reliance 
that  this  would  be  the  case  that  we  were 
led  to  incur  this  risk. 

DO  I  NEED  THEM  ? 

If  you  have  Rheumatism,  Yes.  They  will 
kill  the  decomposed  and  poisonous  excess  of 
uric  acid  in  the  blood  causing  the  disease. 

If  you  have  Constipation,  Yes.  They 
are  a  gentle,  safe,  and  a  simple  laxative,  as 
suitable  for  children  (in  smaller  doses)  as 
for  adults. 

If  you  have  Hemorrhoids,  Yes.  They 
relieve  the  congestion  of  venous  blood  at 
the  affected  parts,  and  afford  relief. 

If  you  have  Ulcers,  Scrofula,  Scurvy,  or 
other  Impurities  of  the  Blood,  Yes.  They 
neutralise  the  blood  poisons  causing  the 
diseases,  and  expel  them  out  of  the  system. 

If  you  have  Skin  Disease  or  Eruption, 
Yes.  They  have  a  specific  curative  effect 
on  all  such,  as  they  open  the  pores  from 
internally,  and  free  them  from  obstruction 
and  disease  taint.  They  likewise  control, 
where  they  do  not  kill,  the  disease  principle 
from  the  blood  which  causes  Eczema  and 
other  diseases.  They  ensure  a  clear  com¬ 
plexion. 


TEST  THEM  FREE  OF  CHARGE. 

Write  us  a  letter  or  post-card,  naming  “  The  Strand  Magazine,”  and  we  will  send  you  samples  of 
FRAZER’S  SULPHUR  TABLETS  gratis  and  post  free.  They  are  for  internal  use  for  the  Blood, 
Skin,  Rheumatism,  and  Constipation,  and  for  the  Complexion.  They  are  put  up  in  packets, 
price  Is.  l^d.  (post  &ee  Is.  3d.),  and  are  for  sale  by  most  Chemists  and  Medicine  Yendors.  Sols 
Proprietors,  FRAZER  &  CO.,  11,  Ludgate  Square,  late  29,  Ludgate  Hill,  London,  E.G. 
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AD  VERTISEMENTS. 


HARLINE 

POSITIVELY  FORCES 

LUXURIANT  HAIR, 

WHISKERS  &  MOUSTACHIOS, 

To  Grow  Heavily  in  a  Few 
Weeks,  without  injury  to 
the  Skin,  and  no  matter  at 
what  age. 


AFTER  USE  THE  WORLD  RENOWNED  AFTER  USE 

fox*  ]Sa<ldB.i:!ELess,  from  whatever  cause  arising*.  As  a 

^:e^oi3XJc:£:r  of  iiirmsifERs  mousrr^CHxos 


It  has  never  been  equalled.  As  a  Curer  of  W«>aliC  and  Thin  Eyelashes,  or 

Restoring  Grey  Hair  to  its  Original  Colour,  Never  Fails. 

Is.,  28.  Cd.,  3s,  Cd.,  Jfc  5s.  Od.  per  Bottle,  from  Chemists  and  Perfumers  all  over  the  world,  or  sent  direct  (free  from  ohservation)  on  receipt 

of  Is.  dd.,  2s.  lOd,,  3s.  lid.,  &  Gs.,  Postal  Order  preferred. 


TESTIMONIALS,  also  a  valuable  Treatise  on  the  CultivaJion  of  Hair,/orwa?-ded  on  afplication. 


Lower  Stoke,  nr.  Uochester,  Sept.  17, 1889. 
Mr.  Edwards, — Sir,— While  enclosing  or.ler  for  another  hottle  of  Har- 
lene,  I  beg  lo  tell  you  my  husband's  hair  is  growing  nicely  now. 

Yours,  &c.,  Mrs.  Hollaxd. 


4.  Hyde  Park  Mansions.  Jan.  4-  1889. 
Miss  PRTNCTi]  has  found  a  ereat  change  in  her  hair  since  using  the- 
Harlene.  Please  send  another  bottle. 

Mr.  Edwards. 


Special  Offer  to  Readers  of  ‘  The  Strand  Macazine.” 

A  S/6  TRIAL,  BOTTI-E  FOR  3/« 

We  bind  our.selves  to  send  to  any  reader  of  “  The  Strand  M.agazine  ”  who  sends  us  this  Coupon  with  a  Postal  Order  for  3s.,  and  6d.  to 
cover  nostave,  package,  &c..  <»iie  reg^ular  .5s.  Git.  Bottle  of  Edwa’^d’s  l»st:i.utaneous  Harlene,  provided  it  is 
ordered  within  one  month  from  dare  of  Counon.  We  make  this  offer  solely  for  the  purpose  of  makinv  our  specialitb  more  widely 
known,  and  extending  the  sale  of  our  HARLEX'?  without  spending  enormous  sums  in  advertising.  We  are  sure  ic  will  ^ave  the 
desired  effect,  and  when  once  used  will  always  he.  Dated  January  1, 1891. 


F,  H.  Edwards  Co.,  5,  New  Oxford  Street,  London,  W.C. 


BUT  A  PRESENT  OP 

£1,000  ’'"““LAW  '■““nssi  ££_oOO 

O  O  O  Jl,  T  I  O  XX. 

This  £1,000  I  have  actually  given  away,  and  am  now  increasing  the  gift  by  presenting,  free  of  charge,  the  9th  Edition 
of  my  Catalogue  (now  ready),  containing  3,000  Testimonials,  and  Engravings  of  New  and  Fashionable  Watches  and 
Jewellery  of  every  description,  for  1891.  It  is  a  Work  of  Art,  the  Engravings  being  by  those  well-known  artists,. 
Aldridge  and  Tilby,  R.A.  This  Catalogue  has  cost  over  £1,000  lo  produce.  Send  your  name  and  address  from  arty 

part  of  the  world,  and  a  copy  will  be  sent  gratis  and  post  free. 


ONE  VISIT  TO  MY  NEW  AND  HANDSOME  PREMISES. 

or  one  glance  at  the  Catalogue  v/ill  convince  you  that  the 

WORLD-RENOWNED  CHEMICAL  DIAMOND  &  ELECTRIC  GOLD  JEWELLERY  (Reg  stereo) 

IS  MATCHLESS.  The  diamonds  are  Crystals  of  Marvellous  Lustre  and  Hardness,  and  cannot  be  detected  from  the  genuine  article. 
Experienced  judges  deceived.  They  will  stand  all  acids  and  heat.  Can  be  mounted  at  the  side  of  Real  Gems  without  fear  of  detection,  an<a 
can  be  worn  b>  the  most  fastidious  person  with  confidence.  The  Electric  Gold  is  the  same  Rich  Colour  throughout  the  entire  meial,  and  ia 

guaranteed  equal  to  Real  Gold,  Everyone  pleased.  Money  returned  if  not  approved. 


Lustrous  Gipsy  Ring, 
equal  to  20-guinoa  Diamond. 
Guaranteed  undetectable. 
Post  Eree,  Is.  4d. 


Mixed  Stone  Dross  Ring, 
My  well-known  wonder, 
Post  Free,  Is.  4d. 


AGSNTS  WANTED  EVERYWHERE.  Write  for  Terms. 

Gold 
and  A 

Dia-  ( 
mond  V 

Turban 

Pin. 

1/6 

P 

Diamond|Ear-  t 
rings,  mounted  \  u 

in  real  Silver,  / 

h®  i^r  / 

per  pair.  V 

MOUNTED  IN  REALGOLD 
per  pair, 

5/- 

Larger  Sizes,  7/6  &  10/- 

T,- 

Diamond  Pm 

great  lustre. 

1/6 

MOUNTED  IN 
REALGOLD, 

5/- 

1 

FOR  SIZW  OF  FIN 

GER  CUT  HOLE  IN  P 

lECE  OF  CARD. 

Five  Pearl  Hale  Hoop, 
undetectable  from  h  20 
Guinea  Ring,  Most  mar¬ 
vellous  offer  ever  made. 
Post  Free,  Is.  4d. 


1/4 

Solid  Band  or  Wedding 
Ring,  beautifully  finished, 
and  equal  to  22c,  gold. 
Post  Free,  Is.  4d, 


Diamond  Mixed  Stone 
Gipsy  Ring,  very  neat 
•  and  pretty, 

”  Post  Free,  2s,  Gd. 
Gent’s  ditto,  23,  9d, 


Half-hoop  Ring,  set  witH 
Five  Mixed  Stones  or  Dia¬ 
monds  of  the  first  water, 
end  V  ry  brii  ht  lustre. 
Experienced  judges  de¬ 
ceived.  Post  free,  3s.  Gd. 


1/4 

ruckle  or  Keeper  R'ng, 
stamped  18.  This  Ring  is 
a  mast  rpiece,  and  perfect 
in  evc’-y  respect, 

Post  Free,  Is,  4d, 


J.  H.  GOLDSTEIN,  16,  18  &  20,  OXFORD  STREET,  LONDON,  W. 


AD  VERTISEMENTS. 
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pel*  lb.  Reduced  to  3/10. 


SUCH  AS  OUR  FOREFATHERS  DID  DRIHKE  ADD  EHJOIE 


IT  IS  OFFERED  TO  CONNOISSEURS  AT 

3/10  per  lb.,  and  well  worth  it, 

BECAUSE  it  is  the  Finest  Tea  the  world  produces. 

BECAUSE  a  little  goes  a  long  way — 1  lb.  being  equal  to 
2  lbs.  of  Ordinary  Tea. 

BECAUSE  it  makes  the  table  a  delight. 


SOLD  ONLY  IN  AIR-TIGHT  CANISTERS  UNDER 

THE  ABOVE  TRADE  MARK. 

Lady  Salisbury  enjoys  “‘Ye  Tea  of  ye  Olden  Time/  and  so  do  many  othei 
Ladies  of  high  estate.” 

Miss  Fortesque  says:  “I  am  so  pleased  to  get  this  delicious  Tea  that  I  do  not 
mind  what  I  pay  for  it.” 

_  ♦ 

Dr.  HUxMTEr  (Smedley’s  Hydropathic  Establishment,  Matlock)  says:  “‘Ye  Tea  of 

ye  Olden  Time’  is  of  admirable  quality  and  of  such  exceptional  .Streng'th  that 
in  estimating*  the  comparative  cost  it  may  well  be  put  at  one-half  the 
market  price,  and  ranked  as  a  cheap  as  well  as  first-class  Tea.” 

Dr.  Black,  of  Harrogate,  says :  “  This  Tea  has  been  known  to  me  over  two 
years,  during  which  time  I  have  prescribed  it  to  numerous  patients  requiring  special 
care  as  to  diet.  It  has  invariably  given  great  satisfaction.” 

SOLD  BY  HIGH-GLASS  GROCERS  AND  TEA  DEALERS 

EVERYWHERE. 


xyi 


AD  VERTISEMENTS, 


^adk6  ! 

Do  your  Shopping  direct  with  the  DARLINGTON  MILLS. 

HX*  PEASE  &  SuGc?^ 

Spinner©  anb  fiDanufacturer©, 

THE  MIEES,  DAREINGTOH, 

Have  made  special  preparations  upon  a  large  scale  to  supply 
ladies  with  a  more  charming  variety  than  ever  of 

WIN  T  E  R 


Dress  Fabrics 

Darlington  Cross- Warp  Serges,  Gold  Medal  Merinos  and  Cashmeres  produced 

in  all  the  newest  colours  and  textures. 


Patterns 

Free 

approval) 

to  any 
Address. 


'Ova  RAILLS  . 


«  »  *  «  1*1  igifS? 

».  •  Vf hTfI: 

Patterns 

Free 

{oa  approval) 

to  any 
Address. 


Any  length  Cut,  no  matter  how  short.  Any  a^'ticle  not  approved  exchanged  within  Seven  Days.  All  Goods 
are  warranted  to  he  equal  to  Sample.  Carriage  Paid  on  all  Orders  to  any  Railway  Station  in  Great  Britain^ 
and  to  Dublin,  Belfast,  Limerick,  Cork,  and  Waterford. 

^peeiadtied for  ^hri6tma6  tf-9leu)  ^ear. 

HOUSEHOLD  AND  CHARITABLE  PURPOSES. 


THE  DARLINGTOH  XMAS  PARCEL,  25/- 

Special  value ;  a  marvel  for  the  money. 

SEMNAST  BDHDLES,  15/-  and  20/- 

Very  suitable  for  making  Dresses  to  give  away. 

TOILET  and  BED  QUILTS 

IN  GREAT  VARIETY. 


The  DARLIHGTON  FLANNELS 

For  Charities  and  Household  use.  Quality  guaranteed. 

The  DARLINGTON  BLANKETS. 

Special  qualities. — All  sizes. 

Guaranteed  pure  Wo<^  only. 

WINTER  HOSIERY  and  UNDERCLOTHING 

IN  GREAT  VARIETY. 


VERY  FAVOURABLE  TERMS  GIVEN  FOR  LARGE  PARCELS. 


London  Sale  Room  :  244,  Regent  St.,  W. 

D]:*essxYi£i)kin^  in  skll  its  1bi*ci.nclres. 


AD  VERTISEMENTS. 
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MUSIC  HOUSE  MAKES  CHEERFUL  HAPPY  HOMES. 

A  CHARMING  XMAS  PRESENT  OR  NEW  YEAR’S  GIFT. 

«KAXD  NSW  HocEi.  1  CR  1890.  JV( 

GRAND  BROAD  REED 

me:i-odeoi>is5 

With  Organ  and  Celestial  Tone,  and  Charming  Bell  Accompaniments. 

NO  HOME  SHOULD  BE  V/ITHOUT  ONE. 

The  Solemn  Psalm,  the  Soul-stirring  Hymn,  the  Cheerful  Song,  and  the  Merry  Dance,  can  all  he  played  on 
these  charming  instruments.  No  knowledge  of  music  is  required  hy  the  player.  Enormous  Demand  I 

Selling  in  thousands  !  1  100,000  Testimonials  !  !  ! 

The  “GEM”  Melodeon,  6s.  6d.  The  “MINIATURE”  Melodeon,  10s. 

The  “PARAGON”  Melodeon,  14s.  The  “FAVOURITE”  Melodeon,  168.  6d. 

Sent  Carriage  Paid  to  any  Address  in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland. 

Also  the  Largest  Assortment  in  the  Kingdom  of  all  kinds  of  MUSICAL  INSTRITMENTS.  New  lUuitratad 
Pririlege  Price  List  for  Season  1890-91,  post  free.  Id.  100,000  sent  out  yearly. 

Said  only  by  CAMPBELL  &  Co.,  116,  Trongate,  Glasgow.  Est.  60  Years. 

CAMPBELL’S  Melodeons  are  the  only  genuine  Melodeons  in  the  market.  Beware  of  worthless  imitatioiu. 


British  Patent,  4.492. 


AND  ROUGHNESS  OF  THE  SKIN,  USeI 

GLYCERINE^'  I 
HOHEY  JELLY  1 

CHAPS 

For  Softening  and  Improving  the  R 
Hands,  Face,  and  Skin  generally.  K 
Prepared  only  by  p 

OSBORNE,  BAUER,  &i 
CHEESEMAN.  1 

Sole  Proprietors  of  the  R 

“Incomparable  Smelling  Salts 

(As  supplied  to  the  Queen) ^  R 

19,  GOLDEN  SQUARE,  REGENT  ST.,| 
LONDON,  W.  I 

Sold  hy  all  Chemists  and  Stores,  in  Metallic  k 
■Tubes,  6d.  &  Is.  Sample,  post  free  from® 
the  Proprietors,  6  or  12  Stamps.  E 

Gigantic  Sale  of  the  “Queen’s  Royal’’  Household 

HEARTHRUGS 


CO 

o' 


vs* 

•a 

5* 


Carrlag'e 

Free, 


TN  EeTerslhlo  Rich  Turkey 
-*■  Patterns,  measuring  &ft.  long 
and  3ft.  wide.  These  Hearth¬ 
rugs  hare  gained  a  world-wide 
reputation  for  magniflcenoe, 
cheapness,  and  utility,  haring 
no  equal.  Registered  designs, and  oonsiderei 
works  of  art.  Thousands  naT 
testimonials  reoeired. 


26 


are  bean  said  and 


SPECIAL  OFFER.— Thr*e  for  7/-, 
Six  for  13/6,  Twelve  for  26/, 
Carriage  Free. 


ory,  Shera, 
lildf.  ■ 


XH  a 

“QUEEN’S  ROYAL’’ 
CARPETS 

and 

HEARTHRUGS. 

(Registered). 


“  The  Rectoi 

Guildford  ^pril  14, 1890. 

"  Elizabeth,  Countess  of  Winchelsea  and 
Nottingham,  writes,  further  requesting  Mr. 
Hodgson  to  send  her  six  more  of  the  ‘  Queen’s 
Royal  ’  Household  Hearthrugs  at  13s.  6d.,  as 
soon  as  possible,  those  receired  she  is  rery 
much  nleas  'd  with.  Cheque  enclosed.” 

The  Prince  Louis  of  Battenberg. 

H.R.H.  Prince  K.  Bigii  (Siam). 

The  Princess  de  Croy. 

The  Dowager  Countess  Clancarty. 

The  Countess  of  Ashhumhara. 

The  Bt.  Hon.  the  Lady  Martin  Keane. 
The  Countess  of  Winchelsea. 

The  Dowager  Countess  of  Rodon, 


Ths  “Queen’s  Royal’’  Household  Reversible  Rich  Turkey  Pattern 


GARPETS 


(REGO.) 


Admittedly  the  cheapest  in  the  world.  Woren  without  a  seam,  Buperior 
quality,  with  handsome  border  to  oorreapond,  a  marvel  of  ezoeUenoe  and 
beauty. 


6ft.  hy  9ft.,  price 

6ft.  hy  1^.  „ 

eft.  by  9ft.  „ 

9ft.  hy  9ft.  M 

9ft.byl04ft.  „ 
9ft.  by  12ft 


Us.  9d. 
158.  6d. 
128.  6d. 
178.  9d. 
Wa.  gd. 
22s.  9d. 


lOift.  hy  12ft. ,  price . .  — 

9tt.  by  I6ft. 


12ft. 

12ft 

12ft. 

12ft. 


hy  12ft. 
by  13ift. 
by  l«t. 
hy  18ft. 


263.  9d. 
278.  9d. 
27s.  gd. 
81b.  3d. 
34s.  8d. 
4&.  Od. 
498.  3d. 


9ft;  hy  134ft.  !!  r.  25s;  ad!  12ft.'  hy21ft.‘  . . 

To  reeadrt  of  Tht  Strand  Mag-aziue. — Any  above  sent  carriage  free 
to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom.  Cash  returned  if  not  as  described  ; 
■atisfaction  guaranteed.  List  and  Testimonials,  ifeo.,  Free.  Cheques  and 
P.O.’s  payable  to  F.  HJDGSON,  Woodsley-road,  l^eds.  Please  mention 
Ihls  Magazine. 

Trade  KarM  m  all  geedt.  Mewart  <i/  Imitatiems, 


FAMILY 
MEDIGIN 


They  Purify  the  Blood  Thoroughly. 

As  a  mild  but  effectual  aperient  they  haire 
no  equal.  They  cure  INDIGEHTIOH, 
HEADACHE,  DYSPEPSIA,  OOMSTl- 
PATION,  BILE,  NERVOUSNESS,  4k«. 
They  are  invaluable  to  Ladles,  as  tisi^ 
remove  all  obstructions,  and  rcstaM 
to  com  plete  health.  Used  and  kitwwa 
everywhere  as  the  Best  Family 
Medicine.  Of  all  Chemists, price 
Is.  14d. ,  2s.  9d. ,  and  4s.  6d. 


They 
Will 
Wash. 

Direct  from  the  Looms  at  Manufacturer's  Prices.  / 

The  <<  POPULAR  PARCEL.  ”  21/- 

LotNo,617.  CARRIAGE  PAID. 

Containing  1  pair  of  magnificent  Drawing-room  Curtains,  excellent  de¬ 
sign  from  Brabant  Lace,  4  yds.  long  and  nearly  2  wide,  taped  edges 
S'^endid  goods  1  pair  handsome  Dining-room  Curtains,  ohoioe  Ouipare 
pattern,  34  yds.  long  by  about  60  in.  wide,  taped  edges.  1  pair  Ourtaine 
suitable  for  Sitting-room,  3  yds.  long,  effective  \  style.  1  pair  beautifaS 
Bedroom  Curtains  3  yards  long.  1  Lady’s  Handkerchief,  edged  with 
broad  lace,  very  fine.  1  Cover  for  Occasional  Table.  2  Lace  D’Oylcys 
12  yds.  Durable  Lace.  Eciu  Curtains  sent  if  desired.  An  elegant 
Silk  Lace  Fichu  is  GIVEN  AWA.Y  with  the  above  Parcel. 

Only  hy  the  large  Sale  these  Specialities  command  are  we  enabled  to  givt 
such  marvellous  value.  The  Curtains  are  designed  and  made  exolu»iv«lv 
for  the^e  parcels,  and  they  are  the  Newest  Styles  for  the  present  aeasea 
Money  returned  if  not  Approved  Pattern  Sheet  of  Silk  FlouBoin^^ 
and  Black  Laces  sent.  New  Price  List  Post  Free.  P.0.0. ’s  and  CbequM 
payable  to  SAMUEL  PEACH  &  SONS,  Lister  Gate, Nottingham. 

Established  1857. 

A  CAPITAL  XMAS  PRESENT. 

2/6  Patronised  by  Royalty.  2/6 

5000  SILK 

UMBRELLAS. 

KER 

ELLA 


“PAR 


2S.  6d.  each,  direct  from ’the 
Manufacturer.  Ladies'  or 
I  m.  Gent’s,  Plain  or  ’Pwill  Silk. 

UIVIBR  ELLA  PARKER’S  HoUow-nbbed 

Frames.  Beautifully  carved 
REGIS  tE R  E 0«  and  mounted  sticks.  Parcels 

post  free  2S.  gd.  (or  36  stamps). 
20,000  sold  in  12  months.  Re-covering  neatly  done  ■w<th  Fine 
Plain  or  Twill  Silk,  Ladies’  or  Gent’s,  2s.  6d.  each,  returned 
next  post.  J.  B.  PARKER,  Umbrella  Works,  Broom  Close, 
Sheffield. 


AD  VERTISEMENTS, 


NOURISHES  BRAIN  AND  FRAME. 

“FRAME  FOOD” 

EXTRACT 

It  the  pure,  extracted  nutriment  in  Wheat- Bran,  and  contains  over 

Ten  per  cent,  of  Wheat  Phosphates. 

it  is  the  vegetable  equivalent  to  Extract  of  Meat. 

Makes  White  Flour  (for  Bread,  Pastry,  &c.),  Corn  Flour,  and  all  starchy 
foods,  Nourishing,  Digestible  and  Delicious ;  also  Soups,  Sauces,  &c. 

la  Tins  of  dry  powder,  4/-  per  lb. ;  2/-  J-lb. ;  1/1  i-lb. ;  7d.  2-oz. 

“FRAME  FOOD” 

PORRIDGE 

For  Old  and  Young,  for  Well  and  Sick.  A  Cooked  Wheaten  Powder, 

made  extraordinarily  Nourishing  and  Digestible 
with  “  Frame  Food  ”  Extract. 

A  Perfect  Restorative  Food  for  invalids. 

NOT  HEATING.  REGULATES  BOWELS. 

In  Tins,  1/-  per  lb.,  and  7d.  per  i-lb. 

“  FRAME  FOOD” 

INFANTS’  DIET. 

A  Cooked  Wheaten  Powder,  made  magnificently  Bone-forming  and 
Brain-developing  with  the  “  Frame  Food  ”  Extract  of  Wheat 

PHOSPHATES. 

The  most  Nourishing  Infants’  Food  in  the  World! 


FutI  particulars,  with  Reports  by  Prof.  ATTFIELD,  the  “Lancet,”  &c.,  sent  free. 

Sold  by  Chemists,  Grocers,  &c.,  or  sent  Carriage-Free,  by 

FRAME  FOOD  00.,  Ltd.,  LOMBARD  ROAD,  BATTERSEA,  LONDON,  S.W. 


AD  VER  TISEMENTS. 
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RIDGE’S  FOOD  contains  all  the  essentials  of  a  pure  dietary  to 
secure  a  healthy  and  natural  development  of  bone  and  muscle — 
a  vital  necessity  to  growing  infants. 


OR.  RIDGES  PATENT  COOKED  FOOD  IS  THE  ORICINAL, 
AND  HAS  THE  LARGEST  SALE  IN  THE  WORLD. 


A  DELICIOUS  CONFECTION 

AND  A  STIMULATINC  AND 
SUSTAINING  FOOD. 


Containing  25  percent. 
EXTRA  CT  OF  MA  L  T 
the  valuable  properties  of 
which  cannot  be  over¬ 
estimated. 

Of  all  Chemists.  Con¬ 
fectioners,  &c.,  or  Sample 
Tin,  P.O.,  1/4,  of 

James  Pascall, 

Manufacturing 
Confectioner^ 

BLAGKFRIARS  R3., 

INVIGORATING  k  NUTRITIOUS.  Iiondon,  S.E. 


WILL  positively  cure  disease  that  other  porous  plasters  or 
liniments  will  not  even  relieve.  For  Rheumatism, 
Sciatica,  Pleurisy,  Neuralgia,  Kidney  Affections,  Backache, 
Lame  Back,  Coughs,  anej  all  acute  Nervous  Pain  it  has  no  equal. 
Recommended,  prescribed,  and  endorsed  by  the  Medical 
Faculty  of  all  Schools  of  Medicine  in  America  as  a  great  improve¬ 
ment  on  the  slow  action  of  the  strengthening  porous  plaster.  As 

PREVENTION  IS  BETTER  THAN  CURE 

■every  family  should  have  a  supply  in  the  house  ready  for  use  in 
■case  of  emergency. 

PRICE  ONE  SHILLING  EACH. 

hlay  be  obtained  from  Chemists  all  over  the  world,  but  be  sure 
you  get  BENSON’S  ;  don’t  take  any  substitutes — it  an3Mifficulty 
is  experienced  in  obtaining  them,  will  be  sent  free  on  receipt  of 
remittance,  or  3  for  2/6,  to  the  Sole  Manufacturers  : 

46,  JEWIN  STREET,  LONDON,  E.C. 

AND  21,  Platt  Street,  New  York. 


FRETWORK  fgr  AMATEURS 

OF  BOTH  SEXES  AND  ALL  AGES. 

THE 

[MOST  PROFITABLE 

AND 

FASCINATING 

OF  ALL 

HOME  PASTIMES. 


EASILY  LEARNT. 


J.  H.  SKINNEE  &  C('.,  having  dissolved  partnership,  are 
offering  their  euornions  stock,  including  250,000  FRETWORK 
PATTERNS  and  100,000  ft.  of  SOLID  and  THREE-PLY  FRET- 
WOOD,  Veneers,  &c. ;  1,000  GROSS  of  FRETSAWS,  besides  an 
immense  quantity  of  TOOLS,  OUTFITS,  &c.,  at  special  prices. 

5,700  Books  of  Fretwork  Designs. 

^378  IN  VALUE  will  be  GIVEN  AWAY ! 

For  iiarticulars  see  Sale  List. 

ASPLENDIDOPPORTUNITY  FOR  BEGINNERS 

Complete  Fretwork  Outfit,  comprising  12-inch  Steel 
Frame,  48  Saws,  Awl,  File,  4  Designs  (with  sufficient  planed  Wood 
and  Is.  Handbook  on  Fretwork).  An  Arcliimedean  Drill, 
with  3  Bits,  will  be  SENT  G-R  A  TIS  with  each  set.  Post  free 
for  3s.  6d.  Outfits  on  Card,  Is.  6d.  and  2s.  9d.,  post  free. 

6  ft.  2nd  quality  a.ssorted  planed  Fretwood,  Is.  9d. ;  post  free,  2s.  6d. 
12  ft.  ditto  ditto  ditto  3s.  Od. ;  post  free,  4s.  3d. 

CATALiOGTJES  of  Machines,  Designs,  Wood,  Tools,  &c., 
with  600  Illustrations  and  full  instructions  for  Fret-cutting, 
Polishing,  and  Tarnishing,  price  4d.,  post  free.  A.  Specimen 
Sixpenny  Fretwork  Design  SENT  GRATIS  with  each 
Catalogue ;  also  a  List  of  JOesigns.  outfits.  Tool  Chests, 
&c.,  at  greatly  reduced  Prices,  to  Clear. 

N.B. — All  orders  must  be  accompanied  by  remittance. 
Apply- J.  H  SKINNER&CO.,  Manufacturers  of  Fretwork 
Materials,  S  Department,  East  Dereham,  Norfolk. 

Kindly 


Cookery  Book,  Gratis  and  Post  Free. 


EDWARDS’ 

DESICCATED 

SOUP. 


17,  FLEET  STREET 


OPPOSITE 

Chancery  Lane,  E.C. 


Established  upwards  of 
70  years. 


J.  GARTER’S 

NUT-BROWN 

HAIR  STAIN. 


Undoubtedly  the  most  Simple, 
Perfect,  and  Effectual  Stain  ever 
produced  in  one  liquid  for  chang¬ 
ing  Fair  or  Grey  Moustaches, 
Whiskers,  &c.,  to  a  permanent 
and  natural  Light  or  Dark 
Brown  in  a  few  hours.  No 
previous  cleansing  necessary. 


Price  2/9, 5/9,  and  10/9 
per  bottle,  post  free. 


Registered  Trade  Mark — “Desiccated  Soup.” 


MORE  NUTRITIOUS  AND  ECONOMICAL  THAN 
EXTRACT  OF  MEAT,  BOUILLONS,  &C. 


8^  FOR  STOCK  AND  GRAVIES, 
UNEQUALLED. 

Sole  IVla.nL'ufa.c't'ux'ex'S : 

FREDK.  KING  &  Co.,  Ltd.. 

3—6,  Camomile  Street,  London. 
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Sr^SSPXNG  OR  WAKXNG! 


DR.  JAEGER'S 

Sanitarv  Moollen  System 


PROTECTS  FROM  DISEASE  &  INCREASES  COMFORT 


A  HUNDREDFOLD. 


THIS  TRADE  MARK  GUARANTEES— 

ABSOLUTELY  PURE  WOOL. 

None  Genuine  without  it. 


Write  for  Illustrated  Explanatory  Catalogue  (with 
list  of  Depots  and  Retailers),  sent  free. 

XouDon  H)epot9  : 


158,  FENCHURCH  STREET. 

85&86,  CHEAPSIDE. 

42  &  43,  FORE  STREET, 

Near  Moorgate  Street  Station. 
{IVith  Tailoring  Department.') 


456,  STRAfiD 

(Opposite  Grand  Hote])i 

3  &  4,  PRINCES  ST.,  GAYENDiSI^ 

SQUARE,  Near  Regent  Circus. 

[With  Tailoring  Department.)^ 


0p.  Jaeger’s  “Health  Culture,”  192  pp.,  price  6d.,  sent  post  free.  Full  off 

interest  and  information. 


R.  and  C.'s  goods  have  a  world-wide  fame." — The  Queen. 

ROBINSON  &  CLEAVER  S 

prize:  ivi:e:ojliu 


IRISH 


per  yard.  Roller  Towelling,  3jd.  per  yard. 
Lin 


jinen  Dusters,  3/3, 
aiass  Cloths,  4/6 
wr  dozen.  Fine 
Linens  and  Linen 
Diaper,  8^.  per  yd. 


Fish  Napkins,  2/11  per  doz“n  ;  Dinner  Nap¬ 
kins,  5/6  per  dozen.  Table  Cloths,  2  yards 
square,  2/11  ;  2-2  by  3  yd-.,  5/il  eacli ;  Kitchen 
Table  Cloths,  ll^d.  each.  Re  il  Irish  Linen 
Sheeting,  fully  bleached,  2  yards  wide,  1/11 
Surp.ice  Linen,  7d.  per  yard. 


DAMASK 


Strong  Huckaback  Towels,  4/4  per  dozen. 

TABLDILINEN 


Samples  post  free. 

PIOBI  NSOIM 

PLEASE  NAME  THIS  MAGAZINE 


By  Appointments  to  the  Queen,  &c.,  &c. 

&  CLEAVER,  BELFAST. 


LADBES’  HAIR  COiVlBll^fGS. 

Forwarded  by  Post,  thoroughly  disentangle  I  hy  New 
Process,  Made-up  and  returned  in  three  days  for 
2s.  per  ounce. 

TAILS  of  pure  long  hair,  suitable  for  the  new  sty’e, 
pr:ce  i'ls.,  weight  2  oz.,  length  24  in.  ;  or  one  of  same 
weight,  r.ather  shorter,  10s.  6d  ;  Tails  of  pure  long 
Grey  Hair,  from  21s.  ;  p.itterns  accurately  matched. 

Invisible  Coverings  for  Temporary  Baldness,  ma  le 
on  human  hair  foundation,  from  21s. 

T.  S.  BROWN,  3,  Leece  Street,  LIVERPOOL. 


TO  THE 

FAIR 

SEX. 


POOR  MAN  S  FRIEND 

IN  USE  ICO  YEARS. 

This  valuable  ointment  (as  originally  prepared  by 
G.  L.  ROBERTS,-  M.D.)  is  confidently  recommended  as 
an  unfailing  remedy  for  Wounds  of  every  description,  and  of 
however  long  standing.  Chilblains,  Scoibutic  Eruptions,  Burns- 
Sore  and  Inflamed  Eyes,  and  Skin  Affections. 


ALTERATIVE  PILLS 

FOR  THE  BLOOD  AND  SKIN. 

They  are  useful  in  Scrofula,  Scorbutic  Complaints,  Glandulan 
Swellings,  particularly  those  of  the  Neck,  and  are  very  effectuaS 
in  the  cure  of  that  form  of  Skin  Disease  which  shows  itself  in 
painful  Cracks  in  the  Skin  of  the  Hands,  as  well  as  in  all  scaly 
diseases.  They  may  be  taken  at  all  times  without  confinement 
or  change  of  diet.  Sold  at  Is.  IW.,  2s.  9d.,  4s.  6d.,  11s.,  and 
22s.  each,  by  the  Proprietors,  BRIDPORT,  and  of  Chemists.. 


TRADE 


THE  INHAL‘*l^iT 


SPIRONE” 


For  the  treatment  and  cure  of  all  KUseaSf’S  of  the  f.iirg'.s. 
IViiiOpipp',  ]¥ose,  and  Tiiroat.  Claims  t©  be  a  Specific  tor  all 

*  'oii|g«*stive>  and  liinaiiiniatory  conditions  of  the  ii  titory 

Ai>i>araCut4  :  and  will  be  found  efficacious  in 

COUGHS  AND  COLDS,  ASTHMA,  BRONCHITIS. 

PAMPHLETS  POST  FREE  ON  APPLICATION. 

the:  co.,  eiiwixtess. 

Depot:— 17a,  DUKE  ST.,  MANCHESTER  SQUARE, 


1/6  STYLOGRAPHIC  PEN 


Holds  sufficient  ink  to  write  20,000  words.  Is  fitted  with  a  siKer  point  and  can  be 
carried  in  the  pocket,  always  ready  for  u.se.  Has  a  regu'ated  flow  of  ink,  and  glides 
over  the  paper  as  smoothly  as  a  pencil.  Post  free,  1/8  ;  two  for  3,2  ;  Larger  and 
Superior  finish  (same  as  illustration),  218,  post  paid.  T'ade  supplied. 

Ifl.  IVIillSIlSllt,  Imiteiual  .Ylansjims,  O.vfoiul  Siren t,  London,  W.C. 


AIR  REMOVED 

Permansutly,  Root  and  Branch. 

Particulars  free  on  receipt  ot  stamped 
directed  envelope. 

rr.  isfu.  s, 

IMPERIAL  MANSIONS,  OXFORD  ST.,. 
LONDON,  W.C, 
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SUN  FIRE  OFFICE. 

Established  1710. 

THE  OLDEST  PURELY  FIRE  OFFICE  IN  THE  WORLD. 

Sum  Insured  in  1889,  ^338,900,000. 

A  SPLENDID  OPPORTUNITY 

Don’t  Pass  this  by!! 

THE  “QUEEN  ANNE”  DINNER  SERVICE. 

A  CHARMING  EFFECT  IN  PEACOCK  BLUE  ON  A  PURE  WHITE  BODY. 


This  lovely  Dinner  Service — a  perfect 
triumph  of  the  fictile  art — consisting  of 
Twelve  Meat  Plates,  Twelve  Tart  Plates, 
Twelve  Cheese  Plates,  Five  Meat  Dishes 
(measuring  from  9|-to  15I-  inches).  Two  Full- 
size  Vegetable  Dishes,  and  Two  Sauce  Boats, 
can  now  be  obtained  direct  from  our  ovens, 
fresh,  bright,  and  new,  for  15s.  6d.  We  con¬ 
fidently  assert  that  no  finer  value  has  ever 
been  offered.  We  also  supply,  to  match  the 
same  Service,  Twelve  Soup  Plates  (Full-size),  a  Soup  Tureen  (illustrated  above)  holding 
three  pints,  and  a  Soup  Ladle  for  7s.  extra.  The  Complete  Service,  Soup  Plates  and 
Soup  Tureen  included,  is  finished  in  best  English  Gold  for  £1  11s.  9d. 


SEND  CROSSED  POSTAL  ORDERS  TO  . 

CERAMIC  ART  COMPAHY,  Canldron  Bridge,  Staffordshire  Potteries,  HAHLEY. 

N.B. —  Crests^  Mofiograms^  and  Badges  made  a  Specialiie  either  for  Hotels^ 

Sunday  Schools^  Coffee  Taver?ts,  or  P^'ivate  Families. 


HYDROLEINE 

IS  THE  BEST  OF  ALL  SOAP  POWDERS  FOR 


AND  GENERAI.  USE. 


THE  SANITARY  INSTITUTE  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN 

Has  Twice  conferred  the  Honour  of  its  Diploma  upon  Hydroleine  for  purity  and 

excellence. 

THE  HYDROLEINE  CO.,  LTD.,  waring  street  works,  LEICESTER  &  LONDON. 


LATEST  n  ON  OURS— Highest  Awards  Pari<>,  Melbourne,  Barcelona. 
Gold  Medals,  Diplomas,  and  Certificates  wheiwer  exhibited. 


TLe  most  relialrle  preparation  for  cleaning  and  Tarilliantly  polishing  Brass, 
Copper,  Tin,  Britannia  Metal,  Platinoid,  &c.  Sold  Everywhere. 

Inventors  dr  Sole  Manufacturers-JOSEPH  PICKERING  &  SONS,  I 
Loudon  Office— ST.  GEOBGE’s  HOUSE,  eastcheap,  e.c.  Sheffield.  I 


Fotirth  Edition  (Illustrated),  post  free,  6  stamps. 

“TlJir  UllimAIVI  UAID*  Treatm-ent  in 

1  ri  t  n  U  I V  n  M  I  la  ■  Health  and  Disease." 

Contains  the  true  causes,  treatment  and  successful  cure  of  Ba]dness,Grey- 
ness,  Bald  Patches,  Scurf,  &c.,  also  how  to  destroy  superfluous  hair.  Do 
not  waste  money  ou  so-calletl  *•  Res  orers,”  Cantharides-Lotions,  useless 
receipts,  and  other  speculative  advertisements. 

The  “Court  Journal”  says:  Mr.  Horn’s  suggestions  and  proposed 
remedies  are  well  worth  consideration,  esi  ecially  as  they  have  been  eu- 
dorsecl  hy  high  medical  and  other  authorities.” 

The  “  Bazaar,  Exchange  and  Mart”  says:  “  If  anyone  follows  out  Mr. 
Horn’s  advice,  he  will  he  ahle  to  preserve  h’s  ‘  fatal’  heauty  longer  than 
he  ex])e  ted.” 

O.  E.  HOIl'N’,  Hiir  Specialist  (from  the  Berlin  Skin  Ho.spital), 
Newport,  Isle  of  Wight. 
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FAR,  FAR  AND  AWAY  THE  BEST  NIGHT  LIGHTS 

•‘FAIRY”  AND  “PYRAMID” 

LIGMXS. 


any  difficulty  in  obtaining  the  above  Lights,  write  to  the  Manufacturers,  who  will  give  the  address  of 

their  nearest  Agent. 


CLARKE’S 

PA  TENT. 


■^heQueen/  |0F 


“FAIRY”  LIGHT. 

With  Double  Wicks,  in  Boxes  con¬ 
taining  6  Lights  and  Glass, 
bum  lo  hours  each. 

Is.  per  box. 


CLARKE’S 

PATENT. 


2s.  6d.,  3s.  6d.,  6s.  and  6s.  each. 


In  Patent  Fireproof  Plaster  Casing. 

“PYRAMID”  LIGHT. 
Single  Wicks,  burn  9  hours  each,  in 
Boxes  containing  8  Lights. 

S^d.  per  Box. 


f  „Bo — There  is  no  Paraffin  or  other  dangerous  material  used  in  the  manufacture  of  any 
of  the  above  Lights,  which  are  the  only  Lights  which  can  safely  be  burnt  in  Lamps. 


^  Cl-ARKE’S  K* 

‘PYRAMID”  AND  “FAIRY”  LIGHT  COMPANY, 

LIMITED,  LONDON. 


§^on>  “glooms: 

81,  Ely  Place,  Holborn,  E.C. ;  and  484,  Collins  Street,  Melbourne, 

W/iere  aU  designs  in  Fairy  ”  Lamps  can  be  s'en.  RE  TAIL  E  VER  Y WHERE. 


AD  VER  TISEMENTS.  xxiii 


“  It  is  obvious  that  it  does  not  follow  that  a  soap  is  of  high  quality  as  a  toilet  soap 
simply  because  it  is  practically  free  from  excess  of  soda  or  potash,  although  the  converse 
is  true,  viz.,  that  a  soap  is  entirely  unsuited  for  application  to  the  skin  when  it  contains 
much  of  that  constituent,  no  matter  how  excellent  it  may  be  in  other  respects.  In  short 
a  toilet  soap,  to  be  of  the  first-class  from  all  points  of  view,  must  possess  the  following 
qualities  ;  and  foremost — 

1.  It  must  contain  practically  no  free  alkali  (soda  or  potash)  ; 

2.  It  must  be  made  from  materials  free  from  all  trace  of  rankness,  coarseness,  or 

rancidity,  />.,  the  fatty  matters  and  oils,  etc.,  used  in  its  preparation  must  be  of  the 
best  quality  carefully  selected  ; 

3.  It  should  not  be  liable  to  discolour,  or  brown  to  any  great  extent  on  keeping  ;  soaps 

which  have  undergone  this  change  occasionally  acquire  the  power  of  injuriously 
affecting  sensitive  skins,  causing  blotching  and  irritation,  even  though  free  from 
excess  of  soda  or  potash  to  any  marked  extent. 

4.  To  be  of  high  quality,  a  toilet  soap  cannot  contain  large  percentages  of  water  ;  for 

this  entails  the  use  of  saline  matters  to  “  close  up  ”  and  harden  the  mass,  and  these, 
if  present  in  any  quantity,  are  not  unlikely  to  ajfect  the  skin  injuriously. 

5.  If  tinted  or  “  medicated  ”  by  intermixture  with  nonsaponaceous  matters,  the  soap 

must  not  contain  any  compounds  capable  of  causing  irritation,  and  especially  should 
be  free  from  poisonous  metals,  and  notably  from  mercury,  lead,  copper  and  arsenic. 

6.  It  must  not  be  liable  to  melt  away  rapidly,  even  in  hot  water,  and  must  lather  freely, 

giving  a  bland  emollient  feel  during  use.  Unless  a  soap  can  pass  all  these  tests 
satisfactorily,  it  cannot  be  regarded  as  a  first-class  article  ;  if  defective  in  one 
or  more  vital  points,  it  can  only  be  assessed  as  second-class  ;  and  if  defective  in 
many,  third-class.” — Cantor  Lecture.^  1885. 


We  will  supply,  free  on  application,  tests  for  Soaps,  with  bona  fide  Reports  from  Medical  and  other 
Scientific  Journals,  together  with  Facts  and  Figures  showing  YINOLIA  SOAP  to  be 
the  PUREST,  SAFEST,  and  BEST  for  Skin  Irritation,  Toilet,  Nursery  and  Bath. 

Recommended  by  Medical  Men. 

OF  ALL  CHEMISTS :  Yinolia  and  Yinolia  Powder,  Is.  9d. ;  Yinolia  Soap,  6d.,  8d.  and  lOd. ;  Shaving  Sticks,  Is. 

SAMPLES  FORWARDED  POST  FREE  TO  MEDICAL  MEN. 


BLONDEAU  ET  CIE.,  Ryland  Road,  LONDON,  N.W. 
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4X>  VER  TISEM ENTS. 


A  FINE  THING  (SE  TEETH. 

At  last  a  perfect 
dentifrice  has  been 
discovered.  Never 
was  a  tooth  brush 
dipped  into  a  pre¬ 
paration  so  delight¬ 
ful  and  so  effective 
as  Sozodont.  It 
renders  the  teeth 
pearly  white,  and 
gives  to  the  breath 
a  fragrant  odour, 
extinguishing  the 
ill  humours  which 
usually  flow  from  a 
bad  and  neglected 
set  of  teeth. 


HOOPING-COUGH. 

CROUP. 

Roche’s  Herbal  Embrocation. 

The  Inventor  and  Proprietor  of  this  Embrocation 
can  with  pleasure  and  satisfaction  declare  that  its 
salutary  effects  have  been  so  universally  experienced 
and  so  generally  acknowledged,  that  many  of  the 
most  eminent  of  the  Faculty  now  constantly  recom¬ 
mend  it  as  the  only  known  SAFE  AND  PERFECT 
CURE,  without  restriction  of  diet  or  use  of  medicine. 

Sole  Wholesale  Agents,  “  W.  ED  WARDS&  SON, 
157,  Queen  Victoria  Street,”  London. 

Pi'ice  A^s.  per  boille.  Sold  by  fnost  Chemists. 

ELEGANCE!  COMFORT!  DURABILITY! 


SOZODONT 

FOR  THE  TEETH 

is  a  composition  of  the  purest  and  choicest  ingredients 
of  the  Oriental  Vegetable  Kingdom. 

Every  ingredient  is  known  to  have  a  beneficial 

effect  on  the  teeth  and  gums.  Its  antiseptic 
property  and  aroma  make  it  a  toilet  luxury. 

Sold  by  Chemists  at  2s.  6d. 

British  Depot: 

46,  Hollbox*KiL  l/'istduct, 

READY-MADE 

MUSTARD  PLASTERS 

W'E  have  prepared  for  family  use  a  convenient,  clean  and 
thoroughly  efficacious  MUSTARD  PLASTER,  spread 
on  Cotton  Cloth,  which  can  be  used  at  any  moment  by  simply 
dipping  it  into  %vater  until  perfectly  wet;  they  do  not  break 
or  soil  the  skin,  and  are  unquestionably  a  desirable  improve¬ 
ment  on  the  French  Mustard  papers.  They  can  be  obtained 
of  your  Druggist — 


DERMATHISTIC  CORSET 


A  FULL-SHAPED 

COMFORTABLE  CORSET, 

Producing  an  elegant  and 
graceful  figure. 

Front  depth,  13^  inches^ 

Per  5/11  Pair. 

ALL  COLOURS. 

Bones,  Busks  and  Steels 
Protected  by  Leather. 

Order  from  your  Draper. 

DO  NOT  TAKE  A  SUBSTITUTE^ 


In  6d.,  1/-  &  1/6  Packages, 

Cut  in  small  squares  or  in  yard  lengths ;  ask ^i^rSE  ABURY’S 
Improved  Mustard  Plaster,  spread  on  Cotton  Cloth. 
Beware  of  spurious  imitations. 

Sole  Manufacturers— 

SEABURY  &  JOHNSON, 

46,  JEW  IN  STREET,  LONDON,  E.C. 
AN’D  21,  Platt  Street,  New  York. 


For  Heating  or  Warming  Greenhouses,  Conservatories,  Aviaries, 
Fancy  Bird  Houses,  Dairies,  Offices,  Shops,  Landings,  Studies^ 
and  small  apartments  of  every  description.  25s.,  carriage  paid. 

Also  PETROLEUM  LAMPS 

foi  Domestic  Lighting :  Hand  Lamps,  Table  Lamps,  Wall 
Lamps,  Bracket  Lamps,  Brass  Pillar  Lamps,  &c.,  &c.,  in  many 
new  and  elegant  designs.  Illustrated  Price  Lists  Post  Free. 

The  Holborn  Lamp  &.  Stove  Co., 

118,  HOLBORN,  LONDON,  E.C. 


’SSHdX.A.'N’ Qi  COMPOUND 

OF  THE 


INMAN’S  SYR-UP  is  composed  of  the  Hypophosphites  of  Lime,  Iron,  Manganese., 
an  i  Valuahle  Tonic  Alkaloids,  so  concentrated  and  combined  as  to  be  read  ly  assimi¬ 
lated  l.y  the  Human  System — renewing  the  waste  of  hone  and  tissue,  giving  colour 
and  richness  to  the  blood,  a  bracing  tone  to  the  system,  and  vigour  to  xhe  mental 
faculties 

INMAN’S  SYRUP  is  invaluable  in  cases  of  Nervous  Exhaustion,  lack  of  energy, 
palpitation,  interrupted  action  of^the  heart,  lUid  in  ail  nervous  and  mind  complaints 
— wasting  and  debilitating  diseases — the  patient  evidencing  a  material  change  for 
the  hotter  after  a  few  doses.  This  is  especially  marked  in  alfoctioiis  of  the  respiratory 
organs. 

INMAN’S  SYRUP  taken  recrularly  braces  the  Body  and  the  Nerve  Centres,  mini¬ 
mising  the  risks  of  talcing  cold  or  infection.  It  is  suited  to  both  -  exes  and  all  ages. 
For  delicate  females,  aud  particularly  those  suffering  fiom  impoverished  blood,  no 
lu;  dicine  has  a  more  benetcial  effect  as  a  curative  agent. 

“  .\n  excellent  prepar.rtion.” — Health.  A  safe  and  sure  re  '  cdy.” — Family  Doctor. 

Sold  by  all  Chemists,  in  Bottles  2s.  6d.  and  4s.  6d, 

If  any  clill.cuity  send  lo  ihe  Pro:  rictors  and  Manufacturers, 


TTVnATITIAO'nTIT^'PO  TONIC. -Nutritive  and  Invigorating:  Won- 

H  I  rill  nDuinl  1  LiUi  c/epfuZ/y  strengthening  in  a,ll  Cases  of 
iixx  vx  XXV ux  xxxxx-ivi  Prostration  and  General  Debility, 

whether  the  result  of  Overwork,  Mental  Anxietv,  or  Excesses. 


WM.  INMAN  &  CO.,  LIMITED,  46,  Leitli  St.,&  8, Shandwick  Plice,  EDINBURGH;  103,  Kirkgate,  LEITH. 


ADVERTISEMENTS.  : 

THE  CHOICEST  OF  CREAMS. 


FOB, 

Face 

Spots 

Face 

Spots 

Face 

Spots 


THE  SKIN  IN  HEALTH  AND  DISEASE. 


From  '^f)e 

“  For  acne  spots  on  the  face,,  and  particularly 
for  eczema,  it  is  undoubtedly  efficacious,  frequently 
healing  eruptiojis  and  removing  pimples  in  a  few 
days.  It' relieves  itching  at  once,” 


?l^o0p{tal  ffiajette. 

IVe  are  able  to  testify  to  its  value f 


Fezema 

Eczema 

Eczema 

Eczema 

Eczema 

Eczema 


Acne 

Acne 

Acne 

Acne 

Acne 

Acne 


i^etical 

“  ‘  Vinolia '  Powder  is  an  impalpable  rose 
dusting  powder,  soluble,  of  remarkable  fineness, 
and  well  adapted  for  the  nursery,  toilet,  ‘  weeping^ 
surfaces,  and  sweating  feet.” 

2lancct. 

“  It  is  well  adapted  as  a  dusting  powder  for 
toilet  purposes.” 

3latig'0  4^4ctoral, 

“  Superseding  the  old  toilet  powders,  which  are 
apt  to  cause  acne  spots  on  the  face  by  blocking  up 
the  pores  of  the  skin.” 


Dull 

Skin 

Dull 

Skin 

Dull 

Skin 


OP  ALL  CHEMISTS. 

Samples  forwarded  post  free  on  receipt  of  three  penny  stamps. 


VINOLIA  CREAM  (  Disease  ;  for  Itching,  Eczema,  Chaps,  Roughness,  Cn'c  Is.  9d.,  3s.  6d.,  and  6s.  per  bos, 

VINOLIA  POWDER  Is.  9(i.,  3s.  6d.,  and  6s.  per  box. 

VINOLIA  SOAP,  Floral,  6d. ;  Medical  (Balsamic),  8d. ;  and  Toilet  (Otto  of  Rose),  lOd.  per  tablet. 
VINOLIA  SHAVING  SOAP,  Is.,  Is.  6d.,  and  2s.  6d.  per  stick,  and  Flat  Cakes  in  porcelain-lined  metal  boxes,  2^ 
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SUN  LIFE  OFFICE 


FOR  ASSURANCES 


UNDER  DOST  PRICE 


Apply  for  New  Prospectus  at  the  Chief  Office, 


n 


63,  Threadneedle  St.,  London,  E.C.,  to  HARRIS  C.  L.  SAUNDERS,  General  Manager. 


SYHIHfiTON'S 

PEA  FLOUR 


HIGH 

PRESSURE 

STEAM 

PREPARED 


For  Soups,  Gravies,  &c.  EASILY  DIGESTED. 

Sold  in  Packets  &  Tins  by  Grocers  throughout  the  World. 
Manufacturers,  W. SYMINGTON  &  CO., 

Bowden  Steam  Mills,  Market  Harborough. 
Export  Agent,  J.  T.  MORTON,  London. 

SYMINGTON’S  PEA  SOUP 

A  Preparation  of  their  Celebrated  Pea  Flour  with  the 
addition  of  Herbs  and  Seasoning  and  Liebig’s  Extract  of 
Meat.  Can  be  prepared  for  the  table  in  a  few  minutes. 


O.S.  TOOTH  BLOCK 

Best&Safest  Dentifrice 

SOLD  BY  ALL  CHEMISTS 
AND  PERFUMERS, IN 
ELEGANT  CRYSTAL 
TOILET  CASKET 

PRICE  2/6 

ALSO  IN  PATENT  ' 

METALUCBOX^ 

PRICE  1/-: 

FOR  THE  TEETH! 


MARK  YOUR  LINEN  WITH 

MELANYL 

REQUIRES  RO  HEATING. 

IN  ONE  BOTTLE,  READY  FOR  USE. 

WARRANTED  INDELIBLE  &  HARMLESS. 

Of  all  Stationers  and  Chemists,  or  Post  Free  13  Stamps, 
from  the  Inventors, 

COOPER  k  Co.,  Shoe  Lane,  London. 


AWARDED  SEVEN  PRIZE  MEDALS. 


Write  as  smoothly  as  a  lead  pencil,  neither  scratch 
nor  spurt,  the  points  being  rounded  by  a  New  Process. 

N.  B. — Attention  is  also  drawn  to  their  New  ‘  Gradu¬ 
ated  Series  of  Pens’,  which  offers  the  novel  advantage 
of  each  pattern  being  made  in  4  degrees  of  flexibility. 
Assorted  Sample  Box  of  either  Series  for  7  stamps, 
from 

C.  BRANDAUER  and  Co.’s 

Pen  Works,  Birmingham. 
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ROWLAND’S 

MACASSAR  OIL 

nourishes  and  preserves  the  hair,  makes  it  soft 
and  silky,  and  is  the  Best 

BRILLIANTINE 

being  not  too  greasy  or  drying  ;  specially  suited 
for  ladies’  and  children’s  Hair  ;  bottles,  3/6, 

7/-,  10/6. 

whitens  the  teeth,  prevents 
U  U  U  11  I  U  decay,  sweetens  the  breath. 

Sold  everywhere. 


EXQUISITE  MODEL. 


PERFECT  FIT. 

THE  Y  &  1^ 


GUARANTIED  WEAR. 

PATENT 


DIAGONAL  SEAM  CORSET 

Patented  in  England  and  on  the  Continent. 
Will  not  split  in  the  seams  nor  tear  in  the-. 
Fabric.  Mane  in  Whiie,  iiiack,andall  the 
Fastiionable  Colours  and  shades,  in  Italian 
Cloth,  Satin,  and  Coutil ;  also  in  the  new 
Sanitary  Wooileu  Cloth. 


THREK 


OOLD  MEDALS. 


4s.  lid.,  5s.  lid.,  Gs.  lid.,  7s.  Ud.  per  pair,  and  upwards. 
Caution.— jBeware  of  worthless  imitations.  Every  genuine  Y  <fe  N 
Corset  is  stamped,  “  Y  &  N  Patent  Diaifonal  t'eam,  No.  116,”  in  oval  on  the 
lining.  Sold  hy  the  principal  Drapers  and  Ladies’  Outfitters  in  the  United 
Kingdom  and  Colonies. 
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Is  here  boldly  and  beautifully  demonstrated. 

The  original  was  modelled  by 
Mr.  J.  A.  RAEMAKER,  R.A., 

and,  after  having  been  included  in  various  Public  Exhibitions, 
now  forms  a  striking  and  popular  feature  in  the  appointments 
of  the  St.  Helens  Office  of  “  BEECHAM’S  PILLS.” 
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SANTA  CLAUS 


TEE 


STRHED  MS©H%IEE, 


mmmy,  1891. 


JjWJ?^0»'CICTIOJi, 


HE  Editor  of  The  Strand  Magazine 
respectfully  places  his  first  number  in  the 
hands  of  the  public. 

The  Strand  Magazine  will  be  issued 
regularly  in  the  early  part  of  each  month. 

It  will  contain  stories  and  articles  by  the  best  British  writers, 
and  special  translations  from  the  first  foreign  authors.  These 
will  be  illustrated  by  eminent  artists. 

Special  new  features  which  have  not  hitherto  found  place  in 
Magazine  Literature  will  be  introduced  from  time  to  time. 

It  may  be  said  that  with  the  immense  number  of  existing 
Monthlies  there  is  no  necessity  for  another.  It  is  believed,  how¬ 
ever,  that  The  Strand  Magazine  will  soon  occupy  a  position 
which  will  justify  its  existence. 

The  past  efforts  of  the  Editor  in  supplying  cheap,  healthful 
literature  have  met  with  such  generous  favour  from  the  public, 
that  he  ventures  to  hope  that  this  new  enterprise  will  prove  a 
popular  one.  He  is  conscious  of  many  defects  in  the  first  issue, 
but  will  strive  after  improvement  in  the  future. 

Will  those  who  like  this  number  be  so  good  as  to  assist,  by 
making  its  merits,  if  they  are  kind  enough  to  think  that  it  has  any, 
known  to  their  friends. 


The  Story  of  the  Strand, 


A' 

1% 


STRAND  is  a  great 
deal  more  than  Lon¬ 
don’s  most  ancient 
and  historic  street  :  it 
is  in  many  regards  the 
most  interesting  street 
in  the  world.  It  has 
not,  like  Whitehall  or  the  Place  de  la 

;  it 

the  Rue  de  Rivoli,  been 


Concorde,  seen  the  execution  of  a  king 


has  never,  like 


swept  by  grape-shot  ;  nor  has  it,  like  the 
Ant^verp  Place  de  Meir,  run  red  with 
massacre.  Of  violent  incident  it  has  seen 
but  little  ;  its  interest  is  the  interest  of 
association  and  development.  Thus  it  has 
been  from  early  Plantagenet  days,  ever 
changing  its  aspect,  growing  from  a  river¬ 
side  bridle-path  to  a  street  of  palaces,  and 
from  the  abiding-place  of  the  great  nobles, 
by  whose  grace  the  king  wore  his  crown,  to 
a  row  of  shops  about  which  there  is  nothing 
that  is  splendid  and  little  that  is  remark¬ 
able.  It  is  not  a  fine  street,  and  only  here 
and  there  is  it  at  all  striking  or  picturesque. 
But  now,  as  of  yore,  it  is  the  high  road  be¬ 
tween  the  two  cities — puissant  London  and 
imperial  Westminster.  From  the  days  of 
the  Edwards  to  this  latest  moment  it  has 
been  the  artery  through  which  the  tide  of 
Empire  has  flowed.  Whenever  England 
has  been  victorious  or  has  rejoiced,  when¬ 
ever  she  has  been  in  sadness  or  tribulation, 
the  Strand  has  witnessed  it  all.  It  has  been 
filled  with  the  gladness  of  triumph,  the 
brilliant  mailed  cavalcades  that  knew  so 
well  how  to  ride  down  Europe  ;  filled,  too, 
with  that  historic  procession  which  remains 
the  high  water-mark  of  British  pageantry, 
in  the  midst  of  which  the  king  came  to  his 
own  again.  The  tide  of  Empire  has 
flowed  westward  along  the  Strand  for 


generations  which  we  may  number  but  not 
realise,  and  it  remains  to-day  the  most  im¬ 
portant,  as  it  was  once  the  sole,  highway 
between  the  two  cities. 

What  the  Strand  looked  like  when  it  was 
edged  with  fields,  and  the  road,  even  noAv 
not  very  wide,  Avas  a  mere  bridle-path,  and 
a  painful  one  at  that,  they  who  know  the 
wilds  of  Connemara  may  best  realise.  From 
the  Avestern  gate  of  the  city  of  London — a 
small  and  feeble  city  as  yet — to  the  West¬ 
minster  Marshes,  Avhere  already  there  Avas 
an  abbey,  and  Avhere  sometimes  the  king 
held  his  court,  Avas  a  long  and  toilsome 
journey,  Avith  the  tiny  village  of  Charing  for 
halting-place  midAvay.  No  palaces  Avere 
there  ;  a  fcAV  cabins  perhaps,  and  footpads 
certainly.  Such  Avere  the  unpromising  be¬ 
ginnings  of^  the  famous  street  Avhich 
naturally  gained  for  itself  the  name  of 
Strand,  because  it  ran  along  the  river  bank 
— a  bank  Avhich,  be  it  remembered,  came  up 
much  closer  than  it  does  now,  as  Ave  may 
see  by  the  forlorn  and  derelict  AA^ater-gatemf 
York  House,  at  the  Embankment  end  of 
Buckingham-street.  Then  by  degrees,  as 
the  age  of  the  Barons  approached,  Avhen 
kings  reigned  by  the  grace  of  God,  perhaps, 
but  first  of  all  by  favour  of  the  peers,  the 
Strand  began  to  be  peopled  by  the  salt  of 
the  earth.  ; 

Then  arose  fair  mansions,  chiefly  upon  the 
southern  side,  giAung  upon  the  river,  for  the 
sake  of  the  airy  gardens,  as  Avell  as  of  easy 
access  to  the  stream  AAFich  remained  London’s 
great  and  easy  highAvay  until  long  after  the 
Strand  had  been  paved  and  rendered  practic¬ 
able  for  AAdieels.  It  Avas  upon  the  Avater,  then, 
that  the  real  pageant  of  London  life — a  fine 
and  Avell-coloured  pageant  it  must  often  have 
been — Avas  to  be  seen.  By  Avater  it  Avas  that 


THE  STORY  OF  THE  STRAND. 


the  people  of  the  great  houses  went  to  their 
plots,  their  wooings,  their  gallant  intrigues, 
to  Court,  or  to  Parliament.  Also  it  was  by 
water  that  not  infrequently  they  went,  by 
way  of  Traitor’s  Gate,  to  Tower  Hill,  or  at 
least  to  dungeons  which  were  only  saved 
from  being  eternal  by  policy  or  expediency. 
This  long  Strand  of  palaces  became  the 
theatre  of  a  vast  volume  of  history  which 
marked  the  rise  and  extension  of  some  of 
the  grandest  houses 
that  had  been 
founded  in  feudal¬ 
ism,  or  have  been 
built  upon  its  ruins. 

Some  of  the  fami¬ 
lies  which  lived 
there  in  power  and 
pomp  are  mere 
memories  now  ; 
but  the  names  of 
many  of  them  are 
still  familiar  in 
Belgravia  as  once 
they  were  in  the 
Strand.  There  was, 
to  start  with,  the 
original  Somerset 
House,  more  pic¬ 
turesque,  let  us 
hope,  than  the 
depressing  mauso¬ 
leum  which  now 
daily  reminds  us 
that  man  is  mortal. 

Then  there  was 
the  famous  York 
House,  nearer  to 
Charing  Cross,  of 
which  nothing  but 
the  water-gate  is 
left.  On  the  op¬ 
posite  side  of  the 
way  was  Burleigh 
House,  the  home 
of  the  great  states¬ 
man  who,  under  God  and  Queen  Elizabeth, 
did  such  great  things  for  England.  Bur¬ 
leigh  is  one  of  the  earliest  recorded  cases 
of  a  man  being  killed  by  over-work.  “  Ease 
and  pleasure,”  he  sighed,  while  yet  he  was 
under  fifty,  “  quake  to  hear  of  death  ;  but 
my  life,  full  of  cares  and  miseries,  desireth 
to  be  dissolved.”  The  site  of  Burleigh 
House  is  kept  in  memory,  as  those  of  so 
many  other  of  the  vanished  palaces  of  the 
Strand,  by  a  street  named  after  it  ;  and  the 
office  of  this  magazine  stands  no  doubt  upon 
a  part  of  Lord  Burleigh’s  old  garden.  When 


Southampton  House,  Essex  House,  the 
Palace  of  the  Savoy,  and  Northumber¬ 
land  House,  which  disappeared  so  lately, 
are  added,  we  have  still  mentioned  but 
a  few  of  the  more  famous  of  the  Strand 
houses. 

But  the  Strand  is  distinguished  for  a  vast 
deal  more  than  that.  Once  upon  a  time,  it 
was  London’s  Belgravia.  It  was  never 
perhaps  the  haunt  of  genius,  as  the  Fleet- 

street  tributaries 
^rere  ;  it  was  never 
an  Alsatia,  as 
Whitefriars  was, 
nor  had  it  the 
many  interests  of 
the  City  itself.  But 
it  had  a  little  of 
all  these  things, 
and  the  result  is 
that  the  interest 
of  the  Strand  is 
unique.  It  would 
be  easy  to  spend  a 
long  day  in  the 
Strand  and  its 
tributaries,  search¬ 
ing  for  landmarks 
of  other  days,  and 
visiting  sites  which 
have  long  been 
historic.  But  the 
side  streets  are,  if 
anything,  more  in¬ 
teresting  than  the 
main  thoroughfare, 
and  they  deserve 
a  special  and  sepa¬ 
rate  visit,  when 
the  mile  or  so  of 
road-way  between 
what  was  Temple 
Bar  and  Charing 
Cross  has  been  ex¬ 
hausted.  Could 
Londoners  of  even 
only  a  hundred  years  ago  see  the  Strand  as 
we  know  it,  they  would  be  very  nearly  as 
much  surprised  as  a  Cockney  under  the 
Plantagenets,  who  should  have  re-visited  his 
London  in  the  time  of  the  Georges.  They 
who  knew  the  picturesque  but  ill-kept 
London  of  the  Angevin  sovereigns  found 
the  Strand  a  place  of  torment. 

In  1353  the  road  was  so  muddy  and  so 
full  of  ruts  that  a  commissioner  was 
appointed  to  repair  it  at  the  expense  of  the 
frontagers.  Even  towards  the  end  of 
Henry  VIII. ’s  reign  it  was  “full  of  pits  and 
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sloughs,  very  perilous  and  noisome.” 
Yet  it  was  by  this  miserable  road  that 
Cardinal  Wolsey,  with  his  great  and 
stately  retinue,  passed  daily  from  his  house 
in  Chancery-lane  to  Westminster  Hall.  In 
that  respect  there  is  nothing  in  the  changed 
condition  of  things  to  regret ;  but  we  may, 
indeed,  be  sorry  for  this  :  that  there  is  left, 
save  in  its  churches,  scarcely  a  brick  of  the 
old  Strand. 

Still  there  are  memories  enough,  and 
for  these  Ave  may  be  thankful.  Think  only 
of  the  processions  that  have  passed  up  from 
Westminster  to  St.  Paul’s,  or  the  other  Avay 
about !  Remember  that  wonderful  caval¬ 
cade  amid  which  Charles  II.  rode  back 
from  his  Flemish  exile  to  the  palace  Avhich 
had  witnessed  his  father’s  death.  Nothing 
like  it  has  been  seen  in  England  since. 
Evelyn  has  left  us  a  description  of  the 
scene,  Avhich  is  the  more  dramatic  for  being 
brief:  “May  29,  1660.  This  day  His  Majesty 
Charles  H.  came  to  London,  after  a  sad  and 
long  exile  and  calamitous  suffering,  both  of 
the  King  and  Church,  being  seventeen  years. 
This  was  also  his  birthday,  and,  with  a  tri¬ 
umph  above  20,000  horse  and  foot,  brandish¬ 


ing  their  swords  and  shouting  with 
inexpressible  joy  ;  the  way  strew’d 
with  flowers,  the  bells  ringing,  the 
streets  hung  Avith  tapestry,  foun¬ 
tains  running  Avith  Avine  ;  the 
mayor,  aldermen,  and  all  the 
companies  in  their  liveries,  chains 
of  gold,  and  banners  ;  lords  and 
nobles  clad  in  cloth  of  silver,  gold, 
and  velvet  ;  the  windoAvs  and 
balconies  Avell  set  Avith  ladies  ; 
trumpets,  music,  and  myriads  of 
people.  .  .  .  They  Avere  eight 
hours  passing  the  city,  e\^en  from 
two  till  ten  at  night.  I  stood  in 
the  Strand,  and  beheld  it,  and 
bless’d  God.”  A  century  earlier 
Elizabeth  had  gone  in  state  to  St. 
Paul’s,  to  return  thanks  for  the 
destruction  of  the  Armada.  Next, 
Queen  Anne  went  in  triumph  up 
to  St.  Paul’s,  after  Blenheim  ;  and, 
long  after,  the  funeral  processions 
of  Nelson  and  Wellington  Avere 
added  to  the  list  of  great  historic 
sights  Avhich  the  Strand  has  seen. 
The  most  recent  of  these  great 
processions  Avas  the  Prince  of 
Wales’s  progress  of  thanksgiving 
to  St.  Paul’s  in  1872. 

Immediately  Ave  leave  what  Avas 
Temple  Bar,  the  Strand’s  memo¬ 
ries  begin.  We  have  made  only  a  feAV 
steps  from  Temple  Bar,  Avhen  Ave  come  to 
a  house — No.  217,  now  a  branch  of  the 
London  and  Westminster  Bank — which, 
after  a  long  and  respectable  history,  saAv 
its  OAvners  at  length  overtaken  by  shame 
and  ruin.  It  was  the  banking-house  of 
Strahan,  Paul  &  Bates,  Avhich  had  been 
founded  by  one  SnoAV  and  his  partner 
Walton  in  CromAvell’s  days.  In  the  be¬ 
ginning  the  house  Avas  “The  Golden 
Anchor,”  and  Messrs.  Strahan  &  Co. 
have  among  their  archives  ledgers  (kept  in 
decimals  !)  AATich  go  back  to  the  time  of 
Charles  H. 

In  1855  it  AA^as  discovered  that  some  of 
the  partners  had  been  using  their  cus¬ 
tomers’  money  for  their  oAAm  pleasures  or 
necessities.  The  guilty  persons  all  AA^ent  to 
prison  ;  one  of  the  feAV  instances  in  AA^hich, 
as  in  the  case  of  Eauntleroy,  Avho  Avas 
hanged  for  forgery,  English  bankers  have 
been  convicted  of  breach  of  trust.  Adjoin¬ 
ing  this  house  is  that  of  Messrs.  TAvining, 
who  opened,  in  1710,  the  first  tea-shop  in 
London.  They  still  deal  in  tea,  though 
fine  ladies  no  longer  go  to  the  Eastern 
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Strand  in  their  carriages  to  drink  it,  out  of 
curiosity,  at  a  shilling  a  cup. 


One  of  the  most  interesting  buildings 
in  Essex-street,  the  “  Essex  Head  ”  tavern. 

There 


in  Boswell’s 
which  he 
preserved 


IS 


in 


has  only  just  been  pulled  down, 
it  was  that  Dr.  Johnson  founded  “  Sam’s  ” 
Club,  so  named  after  the  landlord,  Samuel 
Graves.  Dr.  Johnson  himself  drew  up 
the  rules  of  the  club,  as  we  may 

“  Life.”  The  chair 
reported  to  have  sat  was 
the  house  to  the  end.  It 
IS  now  cared  for  at  the  “  Cheshire 
Cheese  ”  in  Fleet-street.  A  very  redoubt¬ 
able  gentleman  who  formerly  lived  in 
Essex-street  was  Dr.  George  Fordyce,  who 
for  twenty  years  drank  daily  with  his  dinner 
a  jug  of  strong  ale,  a  quarter  of  a  pint  of 
brandy,  and  a  bottle  of  port.  And  he  was 
able  to  lecture  to  his  students  after¬ 
wards  ! 

Nearly  opposite  Essex-street  stands  one 
of  the  most  famous  of  London  landmarks — 
the  church  of  St.  Clement  Danes.  Built  as 
recently  as  1682,  it  is  the  successor  of  a  far 
older  building.  Its  most 
interesting  association  is 
with  Dr.  Johnson,  whose 
pew  in  the  north  gallery  is 
still  reverently  kept,  and 
an  inscription  marks  the 
spot.  In  this  church 
it  was  that  Miss 
Davies,  the  heiress, 
who  brought  the 
potentiality  of  un¬ 
told  wealth  into  the 
family  of  the  Gros- 
venors,  was  married 
to  the  progenitor  of 
the  present  Duke  of 
Westminster.  St. 

Clement  Danes  is 
one  of  the  few  Eng¬ 
lish  churches  with 
a  carillon^  which  is 
of  course  set  to 
psalm  tunes.  Alil- 
forddane,  opposite, 
once  really  a  lane  with  a 
bridge  over  a  little  stream 
which  emptied  into  the 
Thames.  Later  on  it 
marked  the  boundary  of 
Arundel  House,  the  home 
of  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk, 
who  have  built  Arundel, 

Norfolk,  Howard,  and  Sur¬ 
rey  streets  upon  its  site.  In 


the  time  of  Edward  VI.  the  Earl  ol 
Arundel  bought  the  property  for  forty 
pdunds,  which  would  seem  to  have  been  a 
good  bargain  even  for  those  days.  In 
Arundel  House  died  “  old  Parr,”  who,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  inscription  upon  his  tomb  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  lived  to  be  152  years 
old.  Happily  for  himself  he  had  lived  all 
see  his  life  in  Shropshire,  and  the  brief  space 
in  that  he  spent  in  London  killed  him. 

The  streets  that  have  been  built  upon  the 
site  of  old  Arundel  House  are  full  of  in¬ 
teresting  associations.  The  house  at  the 
south  -  western  corner  of  Norfolk  and 
Howard-streets — ^it  is  now  the  “  Dysart 
Hotel  ” — has  a  very  curious  history.  A 
former  owner — it  was  some  sixty  years  since 
— was  about  to  be  married.  The  wedding 
breakfast  was  laid  out  in  a  large  room  on 
the  first  floor,  and  all  was  ready,  except  the 
lady,  who  changed  her  mind  at  the  last 
minute.  The  jilted  bride¬ 
groom  locked  up  the  ban¬ 
quet-chamber,  put  the  key 


too 


his 


m 


pocket,  and,  so  the 


was 
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story  runs,  never  again  allowed  it  to  be 
entered.  There,  it  was  said,  still  stood 
such  mouldering  remains  of  the  wedding 
breakfast  as  the 
rats  and  mice  had 
spared.  Certainly 
the  window  cur¬ 
tains  could  for 
many  years  be 
seen  crumbling  to 
pieces,  bit  by  bit, 
and  the  windows 
looked  exactly  as 
one  would  expect 
the  windows  of  the 
typical  haunted 
chamber  to  look. 

It  is  only  of  late 
that  the  room  has 
been  re-opened. 

The  name  of  the 
supposed  hero  of 
this  story  has  often 
been  mentioned, 
but,  since  the  story 
may  quite  possibly 
be  baseless,  it 
would  be  impro¬ 
per  to  repeat  it. 

But  there  is  no 
doubt  whatever 
that  for  nearly 
half  a  century 
there  was  some¬ 
thing  very  queer 
about  that  upper 
chamber. 

This  same 
Howard- street 
was  the  scene, 
in  1692,  short¬ 
ly  after  it  was 
built,  of  a 
tragedy  which 
remained  for  generations  in  the  popular 
memory.  It  took  place  within  two  or 
three  door^s  of  the  “  Dysart  Hotel.”  The 
central  figure  of  the  pitiful  story  was  Mrs. 
Bracegirdle,  the  famous  and  beautiful 
actress.  One  of  her  many  admirers.  Cap¬ 
tain  Richard  Hill,  had  offered  her  marriage, 
and  had  been  refused.  But  he  was  not  to 
be  put  off  in  that  way.  If  he  could  not 
obtain  the  lady  by  fair  means  he  was 
determined  to  get  her  by  force.  He  there¬ 
fore  resolved,  with  the  assistance  of  Lord 
Mohun — a  notorious  person,  who  Avas  after¬ 
wards  killed  in  Hyde-park  in  a  duel  Avith 
the  Duke  of  Hamilton — to  carry  her  off. 


They  stationed  a  coach  in  Drury-lane,  and 
attempted  to  kidnap  her  as  she  was  passing 
doAvn  the  street  after  the  play.  The  lady’s 

screams  drew  such 
a  croAvd  that  the 
abductors  Avere 
forced  to  bid  their 
men  let  her  go. 
They  escorted  her 
home  (a  sufficient¬ 
ly  odd  proceeding 
in  the  circum¬ 
stances),  and  then 
remained  outside 
Mrs,  Bracegirdle’s 
house  in  HoAvard- 
street  “  voAving  re¬ 
venge,”  the  con¬ 
temporary  ac¬ 
counts  say,  but 
against  Avhom  is 
not  clear.  Hill 
and  Lord  Mohun 
drank  a  bottle  of 
Avine  in  the  middle 
of  the  street,  per¬ 
haps  to  keep  their 
courage  up,  and 
presently  Mr.  Will 
Mountfort,  an  ac¬ 
tor,  Avho  lived  in 
Nor  folk-street, 
came  along. 
Mountfort  had  al¬ 
ready  heard  AATat 
had  happened,  and 
he  at  once  Avent 
up  to  Lord  Mohun 
(Avho,  it  is  said, 
“  embraced  him 
very  tenderly 
and  reproached 
him  AAuth  “justify¬ 
ing  the  rudeness 
of  Captain  Hill,”  and  Avith  “  keeping 
company  AAuth  such  a  pitiful  felloAA".’’^  “  And 
then,”  according  to  the  Captain’s  servant, 
“  the  Captain  came  forAvard  and  said  he 
Avould  justify  himself,  and  Avent  tOAA^ards  the 
middle  of  the  street  and  dreAV.”  Some  of 
the  eye-witnesses  said  that  they  fought,  but 
others  declared  that  Hill  ran  Mountfort 
through  the  body  before  he  could  draAv  his 
SAvord.  At  all  events.  Hill  instantly  ran 
aAvay,  and  Avhen  the  Avatch  arrived  they 
found  only  Lord  Mohun,  Avho  surrendered 
himself.  He  seems  to  hax^e  had  no  part  in 
the  murder,  and  his  sAvord  AA^as  still  sheathed 
AAdien  he  Avas  made  prisoner.  It  is  said  that 
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Hill  already  had  a  grudge  against  Mount- 
fort,  whom  he  suspected  of  being  Mrs. 
Bracegirdle’s  favoured  lover.  But  the  best 
contemporary  evidence  agrees  that  the 
lady’s  virtue  Avas  “  as  impregnable  as  the 
rock  of  Gibraltar.” 

Nearly  opposite  the  scene  of  this  brutal 
tragedy,  tbe  church  of  St.  Mary-le-Strand 
Avas  built  some  five-and-tAventy  years  later. 
It  is  a  picturesque  building,  and  makes  a 
striking  appearance  AA^hen  approached  from 
the  Avest.  It  has  of  late  been  more  than 
once  proposed  that  it  should  be  demolished, 
at  once  by  reason  of  the  obstruction  which 
it  causes  in  the  roadAvay,  and  because  of  its 
ill-repair.  But  since  it  has  noAV  been  put 
into  good  condition,  the  people  Avho  Avould 
so  gaily  pull  doAvn  a  church  to  Aviden 
a  road  aauII  perhaps  not  be  again  heard  from. 
According  to  Hume,  Prince  Charles  EdAA^ard, 
during  his  famous  stolen  \dsit  to  London, 
formally  renounced  in  this  church  the 
Roman  Catholic  religion,  to  strengthen  his 
claim  to  the  throne  ;  but  there  has  ne\^er 
been  any  manner  of  proof  of  that  state¬ 
ment.  The  site  of  St.  Mary-le-Strand  AA^as 
long  famous  as  the  spot  upon  AATich  the 
Westminster  maypole  stood,  and  Avhat  is 
noAv  NeAA'castle-street  A\^as  called  Maypole- 
lane  doAAUi  to  the  beginning  of  the  present 
century.  At  the  Restoration,  a  neAV  may- 
pole,  134  feet  high,  AA^as  set  up,  the  Crom- 
AA^ellians  having  destroyed  the  old  one,  in 
the  presence  of  the  King  and  the  Duke  of 
York.  The  pole  is  said  to  have  been  spliced 
together  AAuth  iron  bands  by  a  blacksmith 
named  John  Clarges,  Avhose  daughter  Anne 
married  General  Monk,  Avho,  for  his  services 
in  bringing  about  the  Restoration,  AA^as 


created  Duke  of  Albemarle.  Three  or  four 
suits  were  brought  to  prove  that  her  first 
husband  Avas  still  living  Avhen  she  married 
the  Duke,  and  that  consequently  the  second 
(and  last)  Duke  of  Albemarle  Avas  illegi¬ 
timate,  but  the  blacksmith’s  daughter  gained 
them  all.  Near  the  Olympic  Theatre  there 
still  exists  a  Maypole-alley. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the 
present  Somerset  House,  Avhich  is  exactly 
opposite  the  church  of  St.  Mary-le-Strand, 
is  not  the  original  building  of  that  name. 
People — praise  to  their  taste  ! — did  not  build 
in  that  fashion  in  the  time  of  the  Tudors. 
The  old  house,  built  by  not  the  cleanest 
means,  by  the  Protector  Somerset,  Avas 
“  such  a  palace  as  had  not  been  seen  in 
England.”  After  Somerset’s  attainder  it 
became  the  recognised  DoAver  House  of  the 
English  Queens.  It  was  built  Avith  the 
materials  of  churches  and  other  people’s 
houses.  John  of  Padua  AA^as  the  architect, 
and  it  Avas  a  sumptuous  palace  indeed  ;  but 
if  Somerset  ever  lived  in  it,  it  AA'as  for  a  very 
brief  space.  One  of  the  accusations  upon 
Avhich  he  Avas  attainted  Avas  that  he  had 
spent  money  in  building  Somerset  House, 
but  had  alloAved  the  King’s  soldiers  to  go 
unpaid.  It  Avas  close  to  the  Water  Gate  of 
Somerset  House  that  the  mysterious  murder 
of  Sir  Edmundbury  Godfrey  took  place  in 
1678.  The  story  of  the  murder  is  so  doubt¬ 
ful  and  complicated  that  it  is  impossible  to 
enter  upon  it  here.  Sir  Edmundbury  Avas 
induced  to  go  to  the  spot  Avhere  he  AA^as 
strangled  under  the  pretence  that,  as  a 
justice  of  the  peace,  he  could  stop  a  quarrel 
that  AA^as  going  on.  Titus  Oates,  the  most 
finished  scoundrel  ever  born  on  British  soil, 
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suggested  that  the  Jesuits  and  even  Queen 
Henrietta  Maria  were  concerned  in  instigat¬ 
ing  the  murder,  and  three  men  were  hung 
at^Tyburn  for  their  supposed  share  in  it. 
Around  the  Somerset  House  of  that  day 
there  were  extensive  gardens  of  that  square 
formal  fashion  which,  although  pleasing 
enough  to  the  antiquary,  are  anathema  to 
the  artistic  eye.  Old  Somerset  House  was 
demolished  in  the  early  days  of  George  HI., 
and  the  present  building,  of  which  Sir 
Wm.  Chambers  was  the  architect,  was  com¬ 
menced  in  i77^- 

Another  interesting  bit  of  the  southern 
side  of  the  Strand  is  the  region  still  called 
The  Savoy.  The  old  Palace  of  the  Savoy 
was  built  by  Simon  de  Montfort,  but  it 
afterwards  passed  to  Peter 
of  Savoy,  uncle  of  Queen 
Eleanor,  who  gave  to  the 
precinct  the  name  which 
was  to  become  historical. 

There  it  was  that  King  John 
of  France  was  housed  after 
he  was  taken  prisoner  at 
Poictiers  ;  and  there  too  he 
died.  The  Palace  of  the 
Savoy  was  set  on  fire  and 
plundered  by  Wat  Tyler  and 
his  men  in  1381.  It  was 
rebuilt  and  turned  into  a 
hospital  by  Henry  VH.  In 
the  new  building  the  liturgy 
of  the  Church  of  England 
was  revised  after  the  restora¬ 
tion  of  Charles  II.  ;  but  the 


satisfy  the  tax-gatherer  until  he  had  paid  a 
second  visit  to  the  kindly  and  accommodat¬ 
ing  Tonson.  Another  of  the  great  Strand 
palaces  stood  on  this  site — Worcester  House, 
which,  after  being  the  residence  of  the 
Bishops  of  Carlisle,  became  the  town  house 
of  the  Earls  of  Worcester.  Almost  adjoining 
stood  Salisbury,  or  Cecil  House,  which  was 
built  by  Robert  Cecil,  first  Earl  of  Salisbury, 
a  son  of  the  sage  Lord  Burghley,  whose 
town  house  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  Strand.  It  was  pulled  down  more  than 
two  hundred  years  ago,  after  a  very  brief 
existence,  and  Cecil  and  Salisbury  streets 
were  built  upon  its  site.  Yet  another 
Strand  palace,  Durham  House,  the  “  inn  ” 
of  the  Bishops  Palatine  of  Durham,  stood 


most  interesting  association 
of  the  place  must  always  be 
that  there  Chaucer  wrote  a  portion  of  the 
“  Canterbury  Tales,”  and  that  John  of 
Ghent  lived  there.  After  many  vicissitudes 
and  long  ruin  and  neglect,  the  last  remains 
of  the  Palace  and  Hospital  of  the  Savoy 
were  demolished  at  the  beginning  of  the 
present  century,  to  permit  of  a  better 
approach  to  Waterloo  Bridge. 

A  little  farther  west,  in  Beaufort-build- 
ings.  Fielding  once  resided.  A  contempo¬ 
rary  tells  how  he  was  once  hard  put  to  it  to 
pay  the  parochial  taxes  for  this  house.  The 
tax-collector  at  last  lost  patience,  and 
Fielding  was  compelled  to  obtain  an  advance 
from  Jacob  Tonson,  the  famous  publisher, 
whose  shop  stood  upon  a  portion  of  the  site 
of  Somerset  House.  He  returned  home 
with  ten  or  twelve  guineas  in  his  pocket, 
but  meeting  at  his  own  door  an  old  college 
chum  who  had  fallen  upon  evil  times,  he 
emptied  his  pockets,  and  was  unable  to 
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a  little  nearer  to  Charing  Cross.  It  was  of 
great  antiquity,  and  was  rebuilt  as  long  ago 
as  1345.  Henry  VHI.  obtained  it  by 
exchange,  and  Queen  Elizabeth  gave  it  to 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  The  most  interesting 
event  that  ever  took  place  in  the  house  was 
the  marriage  of  Lady  Jane  Grey  to  Lord 
Guildford  Dudley.  Eight  weeks  later  she 
was  proclaimed  Queen,  to  her  sorrow.  Still 
nearer  to  Charing  Cross,  and  upon  a  portion 
of  the  site  of  Durham  House,  is  the  famous 
bank  of  the  Messrs.  Coutts,  one  of  the  oldest 
of  the  London  banks.  The  original  Coutts 
was  a  shrewd  Scotchman,  who,  by  his  wit 
and  enterprise,  speedily  became  rich  and 
famous.  He  married  one  of  his  brother’s 
domestic  servants,  and  of  that  marriage, 
which  turned  out  very  happily.  Lady 
Burdett-Coutts  is  a  grandchild.  Mr.  Coutts’ 
second  wife  was  Miss  Harriet  Mellon,  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  actress  of  her  day,  to  whom  he 
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left  the  whole  of  his  fortune  of  £()Oopoo. 
When  the  lady,  who  afterwards  became 
Duchess  of  St.  Albans,  died  in  the  year  of 
the  Queen’s  accession,  that ^'900,000  formed 
the  foundation  of  the  great  fortune  of  Miss 
Angela  Burdett,  better  known  to  this 
generation  as  Lady  Burdett-Coutts.  Messrs. 
Coutts’  banking-house  is  an  interesting 
building,  with  many  portraits  of  the  early 
friends  and  customers  of  the  house,  which 

included  Dr. 
Johnson  and 
Sir  Walter 
Scott.  The 
cellars  of  the 
firm  are  re¬ 
puted  to  be 


full  of  boxes  containing  coronets  and  patents 
of  nobility.  Upon  another  part  of  the  site 
of  Durham  House  the  brothers  Adam  built, 
in  1768,  the  region  called  the  Adelphi. 
There,  in  the  centre  house  of  Adelphi- 
terrace,  with  its  wondrous  view  up  and 
down  the  river,  died  in  1779  David  Garrick. 

Buckingham-street  and  Villiers-street, 
which  lie  between  the  Adelphi  and  Charing 
Cross  Station,  carry  their  history,  like  so 
many  other  of  the  Strand  tributaries, 
written  in  their  names.  They  recall  the 
long-vanished  glories  of  Villiers,  Duke  of 
Buckingham,  who  lived  at  York  House, 
so  called  as  having  been  the  town  palace  of 
the  Archbishops  of  York.  Wolsey  lived 
there  for  a  time  ;  Bacon  was  living  there 

when  he  was  de¬ 
graded.  The  Crown 
granted  it  to  George 
Villiers,  Duke  of 
Buckingham,  by 
whom  it  was  splen¬ 
didly  rebuilt.  The 
second  Duke  sold  it 
to  pay  his  debts, 
making  it  a  condi¬ 
tion  that  he  should 
be  commemorated  in 
the  names  of  the 
streets  placed  on  the 
site — George,  Villiers, 
Duke,  and  Bucking¬ 
ham  streets.  The 
only  remaining  relic 
of  York  House  is  the 
fine  water-gate  at  the 
bottom  of  Bucking¬ 
ham-street.  Close  to 
this  water-gate,  in  a 
house  marked  by  a 
Society  of  Arts  tablet, 
for  a  short  time  lived 
Peter  the  Great ;  op¬ 
posite  lived  Samuel 
Pepys  ;  and  No.  14 
was  occupied  by 
Etty.  In  Villiers- 
street  both  Evelyn 
_and  Steele  lived  ;  but 
it  is  now  the  haunt 
of  anything  rather 
than  genius.  North¬ 
umberland  House, 
the  last  and  best 
known  of  the  river¬ 
side  palaces,  Avhich 
was  demolished  only 
at  the  end  of  1874, 
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was  not,  properly  speaking,  in  the  Strand 
at  all.  It  may  therefore  be  sufficient  to 
recall  that  it  was  built  in  1605,  and  became 
the  home  of  the  Percies  in  1642.  It  was 
sold  to  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works, 
with  great  and  natural  reluctance,  for  half 
a  million  of  money  ;  and  the  famous  blue 
lion  of  the  Percies,  which  for  so  long  stood 
proudly  over  the  building,  was  removed  to 
Sion  House. 

The  northern  side  of  the  Strand  is  not 
quite  so  rich  in  memories  as  the  side  which 
faced  the  river,  but  its  associations  with 
Lord  Burleigh,  that  calm,  sagacious,  and 
untiring  statesman,  must  always  make  it 
memorable.  Burleigh  House,  the  site  of 
which  is  marked  by  Burleigh  and  Exeter- 


streets,  was  the  house  from  which  he 
governed  England  with  conspicuous 
courage,  devotion,  and  address.  There, 
too,  he  was  visited  by  Queen  Elizabeth. 
According  to  tradition  she  wore,  on 
that  occasion,  the  notorious  pyramidal 
head-dress  Avhich  she  made  fashionable, 
and  was  besought  by  an  esquire  in 
attendance  to  stoop  as  she  entered. 
“  Eor  your  master’s  sake  I  will  stoop, 
but  not  for  the  King  of  Spain,"  was 
the  answer  which  might  have  been 
expected  from  a  daughter  of  Henry 
VIII.  Lord  Burleigh  lived  there  in 
considerable  state,  spending  thirty 
pounds  a  week,  which  in  Elizabethan 
days  was  enormous.  There,  broken 
with  work  and  anxiety,  he  died  in 
1598.  When  his  son  was  made  Earl 
of  Exeter  he  called  it  Exeter  House. 
This  historical  house  was  not  long  in 
falling  upon  evil  days.  By  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  the  eighteenth  century  a 
part  of  it  had  been  demolished,  while 
another  part  was  altered  and  turned 
into  shops,  the  new  building  being 
christened  “  Exeter  Change.”  Nearer 
to  our  own  time  the  Change  ”  be¬ 
came  a  kind  of  arcade,  the  upper  floor 
being  used  as  a  wild-beast  show.  When 
it  was  “  Pidcock’s  Exhibition 
of  Wild  Beasts  ”  an  imitation 
Beef-eater  stood  outside,  in 
the  Strand,  inviting  the  cock¬ 
ney  and  his  country  cousin  to 
‘‘  walk  up.”  The  roaring  of 
the  animals  is  said  to  have 
often  frightened  horses  in  the 
Strand.  “  Exeter  Change  ” 
was  the  home  of  “  Chunee," 
an  elephant  as  famous  in  his 
generation — it  was  more  than 
sixty  years  since — as  “  Jumbo  ”  in  our  own. 
”  Chunee,”  which  weighed  five  tons,  and  was 
eleven  feet  high,  at  last  became  unmanage¬ 
able,  and  was  shot  by  a  file  of  soldiers,  who 
fired  152  bullets  into  his  body  before  killing 
him.  His  skeleton  is  still  in  the  Museum 
of  the  College  of  Surgeons,  in  Lincoln's-inn- 
fields.  It  should  be  remembered  that  in 
Exeter-street  Dr.  Johnson  lodged  (at  a  cost 
of  4^d.  per  day)  when  he  began  his  struggle 
in  London.  A  little  farther  east  once  stood 
Wimbledon  House,  built  some  three  cen¬ 
turies  ago  by  Sir  Edward  Cecil,  Viscount 
Wimbledon,  a  cadet  of  the  great  house 
founded  by  Lord  Burleigh.  Stow  records 
that  the  house  was  burned  down  in 
1628,  the  day  after  an  accidental  explosion 
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of  gunpowder  demolished  the  owner’s 
country  seat  at  Wimbledon.  Nearly  all 
the  land  hereabouts  still  belongs  to  the 
Cecils.  Upon  a  portion  of  the  site  of 
Wimbledon  House  arose  the  once  famous 
“  D’Oyley’s  Warehouse,”  where  a  French 
refugee  sold  a  variety  of  silk  and  woollen 
fabrics,  which  were  quite  new  to  the  Eng¬ 
lish  market.  He  achieved  great  success, 
and  a  ”  D’Oyley  ”  is  still  as  much  a  part  of 
the  language  as  an  ”  antimacassar  ” — that 
abomination  of  all  desolation.  The  shop 
lasted,  at  346,  Strand,  until  some  thirty 
years  ago.  The  Lyceum  Theatre,  which 
also  stands  upon  a  piece  of  the  site  of 
Exeter  House,  occupies  the  spot  where 
Madame  Tussaud’s  waxworks  were  first 
exhibited  in  1802. 

With  Bedford  House,  once  the  home  of 
the  Russells,  which  stood  in  what  is  now 
Southampton-street,  we  exhaust  the  list 
of  the  Strand  palaces.  There  is  but  little 
to  say  of  it,  and  it  was  pulled  down  in  1704. 
Southampton-street — so  called  after  Rachel, 
the  heroic  wife  of  Wm.  Lord  Russell,  who 


was  a  daughter  of  Thomas,  Earl  of  South¬ 
ampton — Tavistock-street,  and  some  others 
were  built  upon  its  site.  It  was  in  South¬ 
ampton-street  that  formerly  stood  the 
“  Bedford  Head,”  a  famous  and  fashionable 
eating-house.  Pope  asks  :  — 

“  When  sharp  with  hunger,  scorn  you  to  be  fed, 
Except  on  pea-chicks  at  the  ‘  Bedford  Head ’ ” 

He  who  loves  his  London,  more  especially 
he  who  loves  his  Strand,  will  not  forget 
that  No.  332,  now  the  office  of  the  Weekly 
Tiinvs^  was  the  scene  of  Dickens’  early 
work  in  journalism  for  the  Morning 
Chronicle. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  find  a  street 
more  entirely  representative  of  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  England  than  the  long  and  not 
very  lovely  Strand.  From  the  days  of  feudal 
fortresses  to  those  of  penny  newspapers  is  a 
far  cry  ;  and  of  all  that  lies  between  it  has 
been  the  witness.  If  its  stones  be  not  historic, 
at  least  its  sites  and  its  memories  are  ;  and 
still  it  remains,  what  it  ever  has  been,  the 
most  characteristic  and  distinctive  of  Eng¬ 
lish  highways. 


A  Deadly  Dilemma. 

By  Grant  Allen. 


HEN  Netta  Mayne  came  to 
think  it  over  afterward  in  her 
own  room  by  herself,  she 
couldn’t  imagine  what  had 
made  her  silly  enough  to 
quarrel  that  evening  with 
Ughtred  Carnegie.  She  could  only  say,  in 
a  penitent  mood,  it  was  always  the  way  like 
that  with  lovers.  Till  once  they’ve  quar¬ 
relled  a  good  round  quarrel,  and  afterwards 
solemnly  kissed 
and  made  it  all  up 
again,  things  never 
stand  on  a  really 
firm  and  settled 
basis  between 
them.  It’s  a  move 
in  the  game.  You 
must  thrust  in 
tierce  before  you 
thrust  in  quarte. 

The  Roman  play¬ 
wright  spoke  the 
truth,  after  all :  a 
lovers’  quarrel  be¬ 
gins  a  fresh  chapter 
in  the  history  of 
their  love-making. 

It  was  a  summer 
evening,  calm,  and 
clear,  and  balmy, 
and  Netta  and 
Ughtred  had  strol¬ 
led  out  together, 
not  without  a  sus¬ 
picion  at  times  of 
hand  locked  in 
hand,  on  the  high 
chalk  down  that 
rises  steep  behind 
Holmbury.  How 
or  why  they  fell 
out  she^hardly 
knew.  But  they 
had  been  engaged 
already  some 
months,  without  a 
single  disagree¬ 
ment,  which  of 
course  gave  Netta 
a  natural  right  to 

quarrel  with  Ughtred  by  this  time,  if  she 
thought  fit :  and  as  they  returned  down  the 


NETTA  AND  UGHTRED  HAD  STROLLED  OUT  TOGETHER. 


hanging  path  through  the  combe  where  the 
wild  orchids  grow,  she  used  that  right  at 
last,  out  of  pure  unadulterated  feminine 
perversity.  The  ways  of  women  are  won¬ 
derful  ;  no  mere  man  can  fathom  them. 
Something  that  Ughtred  said  gave  her  the 
chance  to  make  a  half  petulant  answer. 
Ughtred  very  naturally  defended  himself 
from  the  imputation  of  rudeness,  and  Netta 
retorted.  At  the  end  of  ten  minutes  the 

trifle  had  grown 
apace  into  as 
pretty  a  lovers’ 
quarrel  as  any 
lady  novelist  could 
wish  to  describe 
in  five  chapters. 

Netta  had  burst 
into  perfectly 
orthodox  tears, 
refused  to  be  com¬ 
forted,  in  the  most 
approved  fashion, 
declined  to  accept 
Ughtred’s  escort 
home,  and  bidden 
farewell  to  him 
excitedly  for  ever 
and  ever. 

It  was  all  about 
nothing,  to  be  sure, 
and  if  two  older 
or  wiser  heads  had 
only  stood  by  un¬ 
seen,  to  view  the 
little  comedy,  they 
would  sagely  have 
remarked  to  one 
another,  with  a 
shake,  that  before 
twenty-four  hours 
were  out  the  pair 
would  be  rushing 
into  one  another’s 
arms  with  mutual 
apologies  and 
mutual  forgive¬ 
ness.  But  Netta 
Mayne  and  Ugh¬ 
tred  Carnegie 
Avere  still  at  the 
takes  love  seriously — one 


age 


Avhen  one 


does  before  thirty — and  so  they  turned  away 
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along  different  paths  at  the  bottom  of  the 
combe,  in  the  firm  belief  that  love’s  young 
dream  was  shattered,  and  that  henceforth 
they  two  Avere  nothing  more  than  the 
merest  acquaintances  to  one  another. 

“Good-bye,  Mr.  Carnegie,”  Netta faltered 
out,  as  in  obedience  to  her  wishes,  though 
much  against  his  OAvn  will,  Ughtred  turned 
sloAvly  and  remorsefully  down  the  footpath 
to  the  right,  in  the  direction  of  the  railway. 

“  Good-bye,  Netta,”  Ughtred  answered, 
half  choking.  Even  at  that  moment  of 
parting  (for  ever — or  a  day),  he  couldn’t 
find  it  in  his  heart  to  call  her  “  Miss 
Mayne  ”  who  had  so  long  been  “  Netta  ”  to 
him. 

He  waved  his  hand  and  turned  along  the 
foot-path,  looking  back  many  times  to  see 
Netta  still  sitting  inconsolable  Avherehehad 
left  her,  on  the  stile  that  led  from  the  combe 
into  the  Four-acre  meadow.  Both  paths, 
to  right  and  left,  led  back  to  Holmbury  over 
the  open  field,  but  they  diverged  rapidly, 
and  crossed  the  railway  track  by  separate 
gates,  and  five  hundred  yards  from  each 
other.  A  turn  in  the  path,  at  which 
Ughtred  lingered  long,  hid  Netta  at  last 
from  his  sight.  He  paused  and  hesitated. 
It  was  growing  late,  though  an  hour  of 
summer  twilight  still  remained.  He  couldn’t 
bear  to  leave  Netta  thus  alone  in  the 
field.  She  wouldn’t  allow  him  to  see  her 
home,  to  be  sure,  and  that  being  so,  he  was 
too  much  a  gentleman  to  force  himself  upon 
her.  But  he  was  too  much  a  man,  too,  to 
let  her  find  her  Avay  back  so  late  entirely 
by  herself.  Unseen  himself,  he  must  still 
watch  over  her.  Against  her  will,  he  must 
still  protect  her.  He  Avould  go  on  to  the 
railway,  and  there  sit  by  the  side  of  the 
line,  under  cover  of  tiie  hedge,  till  Netta 
crossed  by  the  other  path.  Then  he’d  walk 
quietly  along  the  six-foot  Avay  to  the  gate 
she  had  passed  through,  and  follow  her, 
unperceived,  at  a  distance  along  the  lane, 
till  he  saw  her  back  to  Holmbury. 
Whether  she  wished  it  or  not  he  could 
never  leave  her. 

He  looked  about  for  a  seat.  One  lay 
most  handy.  By  the  side  of  the  line  the 
Government  engineers  had  been  at  Avork 
that  day,  repairing  the  telegraph  system. 
They  had  taken  doAvn  half  a  dozen  mould¬ 
ering  old  posts,  and  set  up  ncAv  ones  in 
their  place — tall,  clean,  and  shiny.  One  of 
the  old  posts  still  lay  at  full  length  on 
the  ground  by  the  gate,  just  as  the  men  had 
left  it  at  the  end  of  their  day’s  Avork.  At 
the  point  where  the  footpath  cut  the  line, 


Avas  a  level  crossing,  and  there  Ughtred  sat 
doAvn  on  the  fallen  post  by  the  side,  half- 
concealed  from  view  by  a  tall  clump  of 
AvilloAV-herb,  Avaiting  patiently  for  Netta’s 
coming.  Hoav  he  listened  for  that  light 
footfall.  His  heart  Avas  full,  indeed,  of  gall 
and  bitterness.  He  loved  her  so  dearly, 
and  she  had  treated  him  so  ill.  Who  would 
ever  have  believed  that  Netta,  his  Netta, 
Avould  have  throAvn  him  over  like  that  for 


“  NETTA  WAS  STILL  SITTING  INCONSOLABLE.” 


such  a  ridiculous  trifle  ?  Whof  indeed  ? 
and  least  of  all  Netta  herself,  sitting  alone 
on  the  stile  Avith  her  pretty  face  boAved 
deep  in  her  hands,  and  her  poor  heart 
Avondering  hoAv  Ughtred,  her  Ughtred, 
could  so  easily  desert  her.  In  such  strange 
Avays  is  the  feminine  variety  of  the  human 
heart  constructed.  To  be  sure,  she  had  of 
course  dismissed  him  in  the  most  per¬ 
emptory  fashion,  declaring  with  all  the  voAvs 
propriety  permits  to  the  British  maiden,  that 
she  needed  no  escort  of  any  sort  hom_e,  and 
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that  she  would  ten  thousand  times  rather 
^0  alone  than  have  him  accompany  her. 
But,  of  course,  also,  she  didn’t  mean  it. 
What  woman  does  ?  She  counted  upon 
a  prompt  and  unconditional  surrender. 
Ughtred  would  go  to  the  corner,  as  in 
duty  bound,  and  then  come  back  to  her, 
with  profuse  expressions  of  penitence  for  the 
wrong  he  had  never  done,  to  make  it  all  up 
again  in  the  orthodox  fashion.  She  never 
intended  the  real  tragedy  that  was  so  soon 
to  follow.  She  was  only  playing  with  her 
victim — only  trying,  woman -like,  her  power 
over  Ughtred. 

So  she  sat  there  still,  and  cried  and 
cried  on,  minute  after  minute,  in  an 
ecstasy  of  misery,  till  the  sunset  began  to 
glow  deeper  red  in  the  western  sky,  and  the 
bell  to  ring  the  curfew  in  Holmbury  Tower. 
Then  it  dawned  upon  her  slowly,  with  a 
shock  of  surprise,  that  after  all — incredible  ! 
impossible  ! — Ughtred  had  positively  taken 
her  at  her  word,  and  wasn’t  coming  back  at 
all  to-night  to  her. 

At  that,  the  usual  womanly  terror  seized 
upon  her  soul.  Her  heart  turned  faint. 
This  was  too  terrible.  Great  heavens, 
what  had  she  done  ?  Had  she  tried  Ugh¬ 
tred  too  far,  and  had  he  really  gone  ?  Was 
he  nev^er  going  to  return  to  her  at  all  ? 
Had  he  said  good-bye  in  earnest  to  her  for 
ever  and  ever  ? 

Terrified  at  the  thought,  and  weak  with 
crying,  she  rose  and  straggled  down  the 
narrow  footpath  toward  the  further  crossing. 
It  was  getting  late  now,  and  Netta  by  this 
time  Avas  really  frightened.  She  wished 
with  all  her  heart  she  hadn’t  sent  away 
Ughtred — if  it  were  only  for  the 
tramps  :  a  man  is  such  a  com¬ 
fort.  zVnd  then  there  was  that 
dreadful  dog  at  Milton  Court  to 
pass.  And  Ughtred  Avas  gone, 
and  all  the  Avorld  Avas  desolate. 

Thinking  these  things  in  a 
tumult  of  fear  to  herself,  she 
staggered  along  the  path,  feeling 
tired  at  heart,  and  positively  ill 
with  remorse  and  terror.  The 
colour  had  faded  now  out  of  her 
pretty  red  cheeks.  Her  eyes 
Avere  dim  and  SAVollen  Avith  cry¬ 
ing.  She  Avas  almost  half  glad 
Ughtred  couldn’t  see  her  just 
then,  she  Avas  such  a  fright  with 
her  long  spell  of  brooding.  Even 
her  bright  print  dress  and  her 
straAV  hat  Avith  the  poppies  in  it, 
couldn’t  redeem,  she  felt  sure, 


her  pallor  and  her  Avretchedness.  But  Ugh¬ 
tred  Avas  gone,  and  the  world  Avas  a 
Avilderness.  And  he  Avould  never  come 
back,  and  the  dog  at  Milton  Court  Avas  so 
vicious. 

As  she  walked,  or  rather  groped  her  Avay 
(for  she  couldn’t  see  for  crying)  doAvn  the 
path  by  the  hedge,  at  every  step  she  greAV 
fainter  and  fainter.  Ughtred  Avas  gone  ; 
and  the  Avorld  Avas  a  blank  ;  and  there  were 
tramps  and  dogs  ;  and  it  was  getting  dark  ; 
and  she  loved  him  so  much  ;  and  Mamma 
Avould  be  so  angry. 

Turning  OA^er  Avhich  thoughts  Avith  a 
Avhirling  brain,  for  she  Avas  but  a  girl  after 
all,  she  reached  the  little  sAving-gate  that 
led  to  the  raihvay,  and  pushed  it  aside  Avith 
vague  numbed  hands,  and  stood  gazing 
vacantly  at  the  long  curved  line  in  front  of 
her. 


'  'll. 


SHE  CRIED  AND  CRIED. 
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Suddenly,  a  noise  rose  sharp  in  the  field 
behind  her.  It  was  only  a  colt,  to  be  sure, 
disturbed  by  her  approach,  dashing  Avildly 
across  his  paddock,  a.  is  the  way  with 
young  horseflesh.  __ 

But  to  Netta  it  came 
as  an  indefinite 
terror,  magnified  ten 
thousand-fold  by  her 
excited  feelings.  She 
made  a  frenzied  dash 
for  the  other  side  of 
the  railway.  What 
it  was  she  knew  not, 
but  it  was,  or  might 
be,  anything,  every¬ 
thing  —  mad  bulls, 


IT  WAS  A  TERRIBLE  POSITION. 

drunken  men,  footpads,  vagabonds,  mur¬ 
derers. 

Oh,  how  could  Ughtred  ever  have  taken 
her  at  her  word,  and  left  her  like  this,  alone, 
and  in  the  evening  ?  It  was  cruel,  it  was 
wicked  of  him  ;  she  hated  to  be  disloyal, 
and  yet  she  felt  in  her  heart  it  was  almost 
unmanly. 

As  she  rushed  along  wildly,  at  the  top  of 
her  speed,  her  little  foot  caught  on  the  first 
rail.  Before  she  knew  what  had  happened, 
she  had  fallen  with  her  body  right  across 
the  line.  Faint  and  terrified  already,  with 
a  thousand  vague  alarms,  the  sudden  shock 
stunned  and  disabled  her.  Mad  bull  or 
drunken  man,  they  might  do  as  they  liked 
now.  She  was  bruised  and  shaken.  She 
had  no  thought  left  to  rise  or  recover  her¬ 
self.  Her  eyes  closed  heavily.  She  lost 
consciousness  at  once.  It  was  a  terrible 
position.  She  had  fainted  on  the  line,  with 
the  force  of  the  situation. 


As  for  Ughtred,  from  his  seat  on  the 
telegraph  post  on  the  side  of  the  line  five 
hundred  yards  farther  up,  he  saw  her  pause 
by  the  gate,  then  dash  across  the  road, 
then  stumble  and  trip,  then  fall 
heavily  forward.  His  heart  came  up 
into  his  mouth  at  once  at  the  sight. 
Oh,  thank  heaven  he  had  waited. 
Thank  heaven  he  was  near.  She  had 
fallen  across  the  line,  and  a  train 
might  come  along  before  she  could  rise 
up  again.  She  seemed  hurt,  too.  In 
a  frenzy  of  suspense  he  darted  forward 
to  save  her. 

It  took  but  a  second  for  him  to 
realise  that  she  had  fallen,  and  was 
seriously  hurt,  but  in  the  course  of 
that  second,  even  as  he  realised  it  all, 
another  and  more  pressing  terror 
seized  him. 

Hark  !  what  was  that  ?  He  listened 
and  thrilled.  Oh  no,  too  terrible.  Yes,  yes, 
it  must  be — the  railway,  the  railway  !  He 
knew  it.  He  felt  it.  Along  the  up  line,  on 
which  Netta  was  lying,  he  heard  behind 
him — oh,  unmistakable,  unthinkable,  the 
fierce  whirr  of  the  express  dashing  madly 
down  upon  him.  Great  heavens,  what 
could  he  do  ?  The  train  was  coming,  the 
train  was  almost  this  moment  upon  them. 
Before  he  could  have  time  to  rush  wildly 
forward  and  snatch  Netta  from  where  she 
lay,  full  in  its  path,  a  helpless  weight,  it 
Avould  have  swept  past  him  resistlessly,  and 
borne  down  upon  her  like  lightning. 

The  express  was  coming — to  crush  Netta 
to  pieces. 

In  these  awful  moments  men  don’t  think  : 
they  don’t  reason  ;  they  don’t  even  realise 
Avhat  their  action  means  ;  they  simply  act, 
and  act  instinctively.  Ughtred  felt  in  a 
second,  without  even  consciously  feeling  it, 
so  to  speak,  that  any  attempt  to  reach 
Netta  now  before  that  devouring  engine 
had  burst  upon  her  at  full  speed  Avould  be 
absolutely  hopeless. 

His  one  chance  lay  in  stopping  the  train 
somehow.  How,  or  where,  or  with  Avhat, 
he  cared  not.  His  OAvn  body  Avould  do  it 
if  nothing  else  came.  Only  stop  it,  stop  it. 
He  didn’t  think  of  it  at  all  that  moment  as 
a  set  of  carriages  containing  a  precious 
freight  of  human  lives.  He  thought  of  it 
only  as  a  horrible,  cruel,  devouring  creature, 
rushing  headway  on  at  full  speed  to  Netta’s 
destruction.  It  Avas  a  senseless  wild  beast, 
to  be  combated  at  all  hazards.  It  Avas 
a  hideous,  ruthless,  relentless  thing,  to  be 
checked  in  its  mad  career  in  no  matter 
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what  fashion.  All  he  knew,  indeed,  was 
that  Netta,  his  Netta,  lay  helpless  on  the 
track,  and  that  the  engine,  like  some  mad¬ 
man,  puffing  and  snorting  with  wild  glee 
and  savage  exultation,  was  hastening 
forward  with  fierce  strides  to  crush  and 
mangle  her. 

At  any  risk  he  must  stop  it — with  any¬ 
thing — anyhow. 

As  he  gazed  around  him,  horror-struck, 
with  blank  inquiring  stare,  and  with  this 
one  fixed  idea  possessing  his  whole  soul, 
Ughtred’s  eye  happened  to  fall  upon  the 
dismantled  telegraph  post,  on  which  but 
one  minute  before  he  had  been  sitting. 
The  sight  inspired  him.  Ha,  ha  !  a  glorious 
chance.  He  could  lift  it  on  the  line.  He 
could  lay  it  across  the  rails.  He  could 
turn  it  round  into  place.  He  could  upset 
the  train  !  He  could  place  it  in  the  way 
of  that  murderous  engine. 

No  sooner  thought  than  done.  With 
the  wild  energy  of  despair,  the  young  man 
lifted  the  small  end  of  the  ponderous  post 
bodily  up  in  his  arms,  and  twisting  it  on 
the  big  base  as  on  an  earth-fast  pivot, 
managed,  by  main  force  and  with  a  violent 
effort,  to  lay  it  at  last  full  in  front  of  the 
advancing  locomotive.  How  he  did  it 
he  never  rightly  knew  himself,  for  the 
weight  of  the  great  balk  was  simply 
enormous.  But  horror  and  love,  and 
the  awful  idea  that  Netta’s  life  was  at 
stake,  seemed  to  supply  him  at  once 
with  unwonted  energy.  He  lifted  it  in 
his  arms  as  he  would  have  lifted  a  ' 
child,  and  straining  in  every  limb 
stretched  it  at  last  full  across  both 
rails,  a  formidable  obstacle  before  the 
approaching  engine. 

Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  he  had  succeeded 
now.  It  would  throw  the  train  off  the 
line— and  Netta  would  be  saved  for 
him. 

To  think  and  do  all  this  under 
the  spur  of  the  circumstances  took 
Ughtred  something  less  than 
twenty  seconds.  In  a  great  crisis 
men  live  rapidly.  It  was  quick  as 
thought.  And  at  the  end  of 
it  all,  he  saw  the  big  log  laid 
right  across  the  line  with 
infinite  satisfaction.  Such  a 
splendid  obstacle  that — so 
round  and  heavy  !  It  must 
throw  the  train  clean  off  the 
metals  !  It  must  produce  a 
fine  first-class  catastrophe. 

As  he  thought  it,  half 


aloud,  a  sharp  curve  brought  the  train 
round  the  corner  close  to  where  he  stood, 
great  drops  of  sweat  now  oozing  clammily 
from  every  pore  with  his  exertion.  He 
looked  at  it  languidly,  with  some  vague, 
dim  sense  of  a  duty  accomplished,  and  a 
great  work  well  done  for  Netta  and 
humanity.  There  would  be  a  real  live 
accident  in  a  moment  now — a  splendid 
accident — a  first-rate  catastrophe  ! 

Great  heavens  !  An  accident  ! 

And  then,  with  a  sudden  burst  of  inspira¬ 
tion,  the  other  side  of  the  transaction  flashed 
in  one  electric  spark  upon  Ughtred’s  brain. 
Why — this — was  murder  !  There  were 
people  in  that  train — innocent  human 
beings,  men  and  women  like  himself,  who 
would  next  minute  be  wrecked  and  mangled 
corpses,  or  writhing  forms,  on  the  track 
before  him  !  He  was  guilty  of  a  crime — 
an  awful  crime.  He  was  trying  to  produce 
a  terrible,  ghastly,  bloody  railway  accident  ! 

Till  that 
second 
idea  had 
never  even 
so  much  as 
occurred  to 
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liim.  In  the  first  wild  flush  of  horror  at 
Netta’s  situation,  he  had  thought  of  nothing 
except  how  best  to  save  her.  He  had 
regarded  the  engine  only  as  a  hateful, 
cruel,  destruc¬ 
tive  living  being.  r- 

He  had  f  o  r- 
gotten  the  pas- 
sengers,  the 
stoker,  the 
officials.  He  had 
been  conscious 
only  of  Netta 
and  of  that  awful 
thing,  breathing 
flame  and  steam, 
that  was  rushing 
on  to  destroy 
her.  For  ano¬ 
ther  indivisible 
second  of  time 
Ughtred  Car¬ 
negie’s  soul  was 
the  theatre  of  a 
terrible  and  ap¬ 
palling  struggle.  What  on  earth  was  he  to 
do  ?  Which  of  the  two  was  he  to  sacrifice  ? 
Should  it  be  murder  or  treachery  ?  Must 
he  wreck  the  train  or  let  it  mangle  Netta  ? 
The  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow  in  great 
clammy  drops,  at  that  dread  dilemma.  It 
was  an  awful  question  for  any  man  to 
solve.  He  shrank  aghast  before  that  deadly 
decision. 

They  were  innocent,  to  be  sure,  the 
people  in  that  train.  They  were  unknown 
men,  women,  and  children.  They  had  the 
same  right  to  their  lives  as  Netta  herself. 
It  was  crime,  sheer  crime,  thus  to  seek  to 
destroy  them.  But  still — what  would  you 
have  ?  Netta  lay  there  all  helpless  on  the  line 
— his  own  dear  Netta.  And  she  had  parted 
from  him  in  anger  but  half  an  hour  since. 
Could  he  leave  her  to  be  destroyed  by  that 
hideous,  snorting,  puffing  thing  ?  Has  not 
any  man  the  right  to  try  and  save  the  lives 
he  loves  best,  no  matter  at  what  risk  or 
peril  to  others  ?  He  asked  himself  this 
question,  too,  vaguely,  instinctively,  with 
the  rapid  haste  of  a  life-and-death  struggle, 
asked  himself  with  horror,  for  he  had  no 
strength  left  now  to  do  one  thing  or  the  other 
— to  remove  the  obstacle  from  the  place 
where  he  had  laid  it  or  to  warn  the  driver. 
One  second  alone  remained  and  then  all 
^vou]d  be  over.  On  it  came,  roaring, 
flaring,  glaring,  with  its  great  bulls’  eyes  now 
peering  red  round  the  corner — a  terrible, 
fiery  dragon,  resistless,  unconscious,  bearing 
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down  in  mad  glee  upon  the  pole — or  Netta. 

Which  of  the  two  should  it  be — the  pole 
or  Netta  ? 

And  still  he  waited  ;  and  still  he  tempor- 

ised.  What, 
what  could  he 
do  ?  Oh  heaven  ! 
be  merciful. 
Even  as  the 
engine  swept, 
snorting  and 
puffing  steam 
round  the  cor¬ 
ner,  he  doubted 
^  yet — he  doubted 
and  temporised. 
He  reasoned 
with  his  own 
conscience  in 
the  quick  short¬ 
hand  of  thought. 
vSo  far  as  intent 
was  concerned 
he  was  guiltless. 
It  wouldn’t  be 
a  murder  of  malice  prepense.  When  he 
laid  that  log  there  in  the  way  of  the  train, 
he  never  believed — nay,  never  even  knew 
— it  was  a  train  rvith  a  living  freight  of 
men  and  women  he  was  trying  to  imperil. 
He  felt  to  it  merely  as  a  mad  engine  un¬ 
attached.  He  realised  only  Netta’s  pressing 
danger.  Was  he  bound  now  to  undo  what 
he  had  innocently  done — and  leave  Netta 
to  perish  ?  Must  he  take  away  the  post 
and  be  Netta’s  murderer  ? 

It  was  a  cruel  dilemma  for  any  man  to 
have  to  face.  If  he  had  half  an  hour  to 
debate  and  decide,  now,  he  might  perhaps 
have  seen  his  way  a  little  clearer.  But 
with  that  hideous  thing  actually  rushing 
red  and  wrathful  on  his  sight — why — he 
clapped  his  hands  to  his  ears.  It  was 
too  much  for  him — too  much  for  him. 

And  yet  he  must  face  it,  and  act,  or 
remain  passive,  one  way  or  the  other. 
With  a  desperate  effort  he  made  up  his 
mind  at  last  just  as  the  train  burst  upon  him, 
and  all  was  over. 

He  made  up  his  mind  and  acted  accord- 
ingly. 

As  the  engine  turned  the  corner,  the 
driver,  looking  ahead  in  the  clear  evening 
light,  saw  something  in  front  that  made 
him  start  with  sudden  horror  and  alarm. 
A  telegraph  pole  lay  stretched  at  full 
length, and  a  man,  unknown,  stood  agonised 
by  its  side,  stooping  down  as  he  thought  to' 
catch  and  move  it.  There  was  no  time  left 
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to  stop  her  now  ;  no  time  to  avett  the 
threatened  catastrophe.  All  the  drivQr 
could  do  in  his  haste  was  to  put  the  brake 
on  hard  and  endeavour  to  lessen  the  force 
of  the  inevitable  concussion.  But  even  as 
he  looked  and  wondered  at  the  sight, 
putting  on  the  brake,  meanwhile,  with  all 
his  might  and  main,  he  saw  the  man  in 
front  perform,  to  his  surprise,  a  heroic 
action.  Rushing  full  upon  the  line,  straight 
before  the  very  lights  of  the  advancing 
train,  the  man  unknown  lifted  up  the 
pole  by  main  force,  and  brandishing  its  end, 
as  it  were,  wildly  in  the  driver’s  face,  hurled 
the  huge  balk  bach  with  a  terrible  effort  to 
the  side  of  the  railway.  It  fell  with  a  crash, 
and  the  man  fell  with  it.  There  was  a 
second’s  pause,  while  the  driver’s  heart 
stood  still  with  terror.  Then  a  jar — a 
thud — a  deep  scratch  into  the  soil.  A 
wheel  Avas  off  the  line  ;  they  had  met  with 
an  accident. 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  driver  only 
knew  that  he  was  shaken  and  hurt,  but  not 
severely.  The  engine  had  left  tlie  track, 
and  the  carriages  lay  behind  slightly 
shattered.  He 
could  see  hoAv  it 
happened.  Part 
of  the  pole  in 
falling  had  re¬ 
bounded  on  to 
the  line.  The 
base  of  the 
great  timber 
had  struck  the 
wheel,  and  sent 


near-side 
it  off  the 
effort  to 
But  the 


dashed  on,  Avith  its  living  freight  aboard, 
his  native  instinct  of  preserving  life  got  the 
better  of  him  in  spite  of  himself.  He 
couldn’t  let  those  innocent  souls  die  by  his 

OAvn  act - though  if  he  removed  the  pole, 

and  Netta  AA^as  killed,  he  didn’t  knoAV  him¬ 
self  hoAV  he  could  ever  outlive  it. 

He  praved  Avith  all  his  heart  that  the 
train  might  kill  him. 

The  guard  and  the  driver  ran  hastily 
along  the  train.  Nobody  Avas  hurt,  though 
many  Avere  shaken  or  slightly  bruised. 
Even  the  carriages  had  escaped  Avith  a  feAv 
small  cracks.  ITe  Holmbury  smash  Avas 
nothing  very  serious. 

But  the  man  Avith  the  pole  ?  Their  pre¬ 
server,  their  friend.  Where  Avas  he  all 
this  time  ?  What  on  earth  had  become  of 
him  ? 

They  looked  along  the  line.  They 
searched  the  track  in  vain.  He  had  disap¬ 
peared  as  if  by  magic.  Not  a  trace  could 
be  found  of  him. 

After  looking  long  and  uselessly,  again 
and  acrain.  the^  guard  and  the  driver  both 
They  had  seen  the  man  dis¬ 
tinctly — not  a  doubt 
about  that — and  so  had 
several  of  the  passen¬ 
gers  as  Avell.  But  no 
sign  of  blood  Avas  to  be 
discovered  along  the 
track.  The  mysterious 
being  Avho,  as  they  all 
believed,  risked  his  OAvn 
life  to  saAm  theirs,  had 


O 


gave  it  up. 


track  m  a  vain 
surmount  it. 
brake  had  already  slack¬ 
ened  the  pace  and  broken 
the  force  of  the  shock,  so 
the  visible  damage  Avas 
very  inconsiderable.  They  must 
look  along  the  carriages  and  find 
out  AAdio  Avas  hurt.  And  above  all 
things,  Avhat  had  become  of  the 
man  Avho  had  so  nobly  rescued 
them  ?  For  the  very  last  thing 
the  engine-driver  had  seen  of 
Ughtred  as  the  train  stopned  short 
Avas  that  the  man  Avho  flung  the 
pole  from  the  track  before  the 
advancing  engine  Avas  knocked 
doAvn  by  its  approach,  Avhile  the 
train  to  all  appearance  passed 
bodily  over  him.  For  good  or  evil, 
ITghtred  had  made  his  decision  at  last  at 
the  risk  of  his  oAvn  life.  As  the  train 
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vanished  as  he  had  come,  one  might  almost 
say  by  a  miracle. 

And  indeed,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  Avhen 
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Ughtred  Carnegie  fell  on  the  track  before 
the  advancing  engine,  he  thought  for  a 
moment  it  was  all  up  with  him.  He  was 
glad  of  that,  too  ;  for  he  had  murdered  Netta. 
He  had  saved  the  train  ;  but  he  had  murdered 
Netta.  It  would  dash  on,  now,  unresisted, 
and  crush  his  darling  to  death.  It  was 
better  he  should  die,  having  murdered 
Netta.  So  he  closed  his  e3^es  tight  and 
waited  for  it  to  kill  him. 

But  the  train  passed  on,  jarring  and 
scraping,  partly  with  the  action  of  the  brake, 
though  partly,  too,  with  the  wheel  digging 
into  the  ground  at  the  side  ;  it  passed  on 
and  went  over  him  altogether,  coming,  as  it 
did  so,  to  a  sudden  standstill.  As  it  stopped, 
a  fierce  joy  rose  uppermost  in  Ughtred’s 
soul.  Thank  heaven,  all  was  well.  He 
breathed  once  more  easily.  He  had  fallen 
on  his  back  across  the  sleepers  in  the  middle 
of  the  track.  It  was  not  really  the  train 
that  had  knocked  him  down  at  all,  but  the 
recoil  of  the  telegraph  post.  The  engine 
and  carriages  had  gone  over  him  safely. 
He  wasn’t  seriously  hurt.  He  was  only 
bruised,  and  sprained,  and  jarred,  and 
shaken. 

Rising  up  behind  the  train  as  it  slackened, 
he  ran  hastily  along  on  the  off  side,  towards 
where  Netta  lay  still  unconscious  on  the  line 
in  front  of  it.  Nobody  saw  him  run  past  ; 
and  no  wonder  either,  for  every  eye  was 
turned  toward  the  near  side  and  the  ob¬ 
struction.  A  person  running  fast  by  the 
opposite  windows  was  very  little  likely  to 
attract  attention  at  such  a  moment.  Every 
step  pained  him,  to  be  sure,  for  he  was 
bruised  and  stiff ;  but  he 
ran  on  none  the  less  till 
he  came  up  at  last  to 
where  Netta  lay.  There, 
he  bent  over  her  eagerly. 

Netta  raised  her  head, 
opened  her  eyes,  and 
looked.  In  a  moment  the 
vague  sense  of  a  terrible 
catastrophe  averted  came 
somehow  over  her.  She 


flung  her  arms  round  his  neck.  “  Oh, 
Ughtred,  you’ve  come  back  !  ”  she  cried  in 
a  torrent  of  emotion. 

“  Yes,  darling,”  Ughtred  answered,  his 
voice  half  choked  with  tears.  “  I’ve  come 
back  to  you  now,  for  ever  and  ever.” 

He  lifted  her  in  his  arms,  and  carried  her 
some  little  way  off  up  the  left-hand  path. 
H  is  heart  was  very  full.  ’Twas  a  terrible 
moment.  For  as  3’^et  he  hardly  knew  what 
harm  he  might  have  done  by  his  fatal  act. 
He  only  knew  he  had  tried  his  best  to  undo 
the  wrong  he  had  half  unconsciously 
wrought  ;  and  if  the  worst  came,  he  would 
give  himself  up  now  like  a  man  to  offended 
justice. 

But  the  worst  did  not  come.  Blind  fate 
had  been  merciful.  Next  day  the  papers 
were  full  of  the  accident  to  the  Great 
Southern  Express  ;  equally  divided  between 
denunciation  of  the  miscreant  who  had 
placed  the  obstruction  in  the  way  of  the 
train,  and  admiration  for  the  heroic,  but 
unrecognisable  stranger  who  had  rescued 
from  death  so  many  helpless  passengers  at 
so  imminent  a  risk  to  his  own  life  or  safety. 
Only  Ughtred  knew  that  the  two  were  one 
and  the  same  person.  And  when  Ughtred 
found  out  how  little  harm  had  been  done 
by  his  infatuated  act — an  act  he  felt  he 
could  never  possibly  explain  in  its  true 
light  to  any  other  person— he  thought  it 
wisest  on  the  whole  to  lay  no  claim  to  either 
the  praise  or  the  censure.  The  world  could 
never  be  made  to  understand  the  terrible 
dilemma  in  which  he  was  placed — the  one¬ 
sided  way  in  which  the  problem  at  first  pre¬ 
sented  itself  to  him — the 
deadly  struggle  through 
which  he  had  passed  be¬ 
fore  he  could  make  up  his 
mind,  at  the  risk  of  Netta’s 
life,  to  remove  the  ob¬ 
stacle.  Only  Netta  under¬ 
stood  ;  and  even  Netta 
herself  knew  no  more 
than  this,  that  Ughtred 
had  risked  his  own  life  to 
save  her. 
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The  Metropolitan  Fire  Brigade. 

ITS  HOME  AND  ITS  WORK. 


IRE  !  Fire  !  ” 

This  startling  cry  aroused 
me  one  night  as  I  was  putting 
the  finishing  touches  to  some 
literary  work.  Rushing,  pen 
in  hand,  to  the  window,  I 
could  just  perceive  a  dull  red  glare  in  the 
northern  sky,  which,  even  as  I  gazed,  became 
more  vivid,  and  threw  some  chimneys  near 
at  hand  into  strong  relief.  A  fire  undoubt¬ 
edly,  and  not  far  distant ! 

The  street,  usually  so  quiet  at  night,  had 
suddenly  awakened.  The  alarm  ^vdrich  had 
reached  me  had  aroused  my  neighbours  on 
each  side  of  the  way,  and  every  house  was 
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“  well  alight  ”  in  a  short  space  of  time. 
Doors  were  flung  open,  windows  raised, 
white  forms  were  visible  at  the  casements, 
and  curiosity  was  rife.  Many  men  and  some 
venturesome  women  quitted  their  houses, 
and  proceeded  in  the  direction  of  the  glare, 
which  was  momentarily  increasing,  the  glow 
on  the  clouds  waxing  and  waning  according 
as  the  flames  shot  up  or  temporarily  died 
down. 

“Where  is  it?”  people  ask  in  a  quick, 
panting  way,  as  they  hurry  along.  No  one 
can  say  for  certain.  But  just  as  we  think  it 
must  be  in  Westminster,  we  come  in  sight 


of  a  huge  column  of  smoke,  and  turning  a 
corner  are  within  view  of  the  emporium — 
a  tall,  six-storied  block,  stored  with  inflam¬ 
mable  commodities,  and  blazing  fiercely. 
Next  door,  or  rather  the  next  warehouse, 
is  not  yet  affected. 

The  scene  is  weird  and  striking  ;  the 
intense  glare,  the  shooting  flames  which 
dart  viciously  out  and  upwards,  the  white 
and  red  faces  of  the  crowd  kept  back  by  the 
busy  police,  the  puff  and  clank  of  the  en¬ 
gines,  the  rushing  and  hissing  of  the  water, 
the  roar  of  the  fire,  and  the  columns  of 
smoke  which  in  heavy  sulky  masses  hung 
gloating  over  the  blazing  building.  The 
bright  helmets  of  the  firemen  are  glinting 
everywhere,  close  to  the  already  tottering 
wall,  on  the  summit  of  the  adjacent  build¬ 
ings,  which  are  already  smoking.  Lost  on 
ladders,  amid  smoke,  they  pour  a  torrent  of 
water  on  the  burning  and  seething  premises. 
Above  all  the  monotonous  “puff,  puff" ”  of 
the  steamer  is  heard,  and  a  buzz  of  admira¬ 
tion  ascends  from  the  attentive,  silent  crowd. 

Suddenly  arises  a  yell — *a  wild,  unearthly 
cry,  which  almost  makes  one’s  blood  run  cold 
even  in  that  atmosphere.  A  tremor  seizes 
us  as  a  female  form  appears  at  an  upper 
window,  framed  in  flame,  curtained  with 
smoke  and  noxious  fumes. 

“  Save  her  !  Save  her  !  ” 

The  crowd  sways  and  surges  ;  women 
scream  ;  strong  men  clench  their  hands  and 
swear — Heaven  only  knows  why.  But  be¬ 
fore  the  police  have  headed  back  the  people 
the  escape  is  on  the  spot,  two  men  are  on 
it,  one  outstrips  his  mate,  and  darting  up 
the  ladder,  leaps  into  the  open  window. 

He  is  swallowed  up  in  a  moment— lost  to 
our  sight.  Will  he  ever  return  out  of  that 
fiery  furnace  ?  Yes,  here  he  is,  bearing  a 
senseless  female  form,  which  he  passes  out 
to  his  mate,  who  is  calmly  watching  his 
progress,  though  the  ladder  is  in  imminent 
danger.  Quick  !  The  flames  approach  ! 

The  man  on  the  ladder  does  not  wait  as 
his  mate  again  disappears  and  emerges  with 
a  child  about  fourteen.  Carrying  this 
burthen  easily,  he  descends  the  ladder.  The 
first  man  is  already  flying  down  the  escape, 
head-first,  holding  the  woman’s  dress  round 
her  feet.  The  others,  rescuer  and  rescued, 
follow.  The  ladder  is  withdrawn^  burning. 
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A  mighty  cheer  arises  ’mid  the  smoke. 
Two  lives  saved  !  The  fire  is  being  mas¬ 
tered.  More  engines  gallop  up.  “  The 
Captain  ”  is  on  the  spot,  too.  The  Brigade 
is  victorious. 

In  the  early  morning  hour,  as  I  strolled 
home  deep  in  thought,  I  determined  to  see 
these  men  who  nightly  risk  their  lives  and 
stalwart  limbs  for  the  benefit  and  preserva¬ 
tion  of  helpless  fire-scorched  people.  Who 
are  these  men  who  go  literally  through  fire 
and  water  to  assist  and  save  their  fellow 
creatures,  strangers  to  them — unknown, 
save  in  that  they  require  help  and  succour  ? 

I  determined  there  and  then  to  see  these 
brave  fellows  in  their  daily  work,  or  leisure 
\n  their  homes,  amid  all  the  surroundings  of 
dicir  noble  calling.  I  went  accompanied 
by  an  artistic  friend,  to  whose  efforts  the 
illustrations  which  accompany  this  record 
are  due. 

Emerging  from  Queen-street,  we  find 
ourselves  upon  Southwark  Bridge,  and  we 
at  once  plunge  into  a  flood  of  memories 
of  old  friends  who  come,  invisibly,  to 
accompany  us  on  our  pilgrimage  to  old 
Winchester  House,  now  the  head-quarters 
of  the  Metropolitan  Fire  Brigade,  in  the 
Southwark  Bridge-road.  On  the  bridge — 
once  a  “  tolled  ”  struc¬ 
ture  known  as  the 
Iron  Bridge — we  find 
“  Little  Dorrit  ”  her¬ 
self,  and  her  suitor, 
young  John  Chivery, 
in  all  his  brave  attire  ; 
the  young  aspirant  is 
downhearted  at  the 
decided  refusal  of  Miss 
Amy  to  marry  him, 
as  they  pace  the  then 
almost  unfrequented 
bridge.  Their  ghosts 
cross  it  in  our  com¬ 
pany,  with  Clennan 
and  Maggie  behind 
us,  till  we  reach 
the  Union-road,  once 
known  as  Horsemon- 
ger-lane,  where  young 
John’s  ghost  quits  us 
to  meditate  in  the 
back  yard  of  Mr. 

Chivery’s  premises, 
and  become  that 
“broken-down  ruin,” 
catching  cold  beneath 
the  family  washing, 
which  he  feared. 


The  whole  neighbourhood  is  redolent  of 
Dickens.  From  a  spot  close  by  the  head 
office  we  can  see  the  buildings  which  have 
been  erected  on  the  site  of  the  King’s 
Bench  Prison,  where  Mr.  Micawber  waited 
for  something  to  turn  up,  and  where 
Copperfield  lost  his  box  and  money.  The 
site  of  the  former  “  haven  of  domestic  tran¬ 
quillity  and  peace  of  mind,”  as  Micawber 
styled  it,  is  indicated  to  us  by  Mr.  Harman 
— quite  a  suitable  name  in  such  a  connec¬ 
tion  Avith  Dickens — by  whom  wq  are  cour¬ 
teously  and  pleasantly  received  in  the  office 
of  the  Metropolitan  Fire  Brigade. 

Our  credentials  being  in  order  there  is 
no  difficulty  experienced  in  our  reception. 
Nothing  can  exceed  the  civility  and  polite¬ 
ness  of  the  officials,  and  of  the  rank  and  file 
of  the  Brigade.  Fine,  active,  cheerful 
fellows,  all  sailors,  these  firemen  are  a 
credit  to  their  organisation  and  to  London. 
The  Superintendent  hands  us  over  to  a 
bright  young  fellow,  who  is  waiting  his 
promotion — we  hope  he  has  reaehed  it,  if 
not  a  death  vaeancy- — and  he  takes  us  in 
eharge  kindly. 

Standing  in  the  very  entranee,  we  had 
already  remarked  two  engines.  The  folding, 
automatic  doors  are  closed  in  front  of  these 
machines.  One,  a  steamer,  is  be¬ 
ing  nursed  by  means  of  a  gas  tube 
to  keep  the  fire-box  warm.  When 
the  fire-call  rings  there  is  no  time 
to  begin  to  get  up  steam.  The 
well-heated  interior  soon  acts  in 
response  to  the  quickly  lighted  fire 
as  the  engine  starts,  and  by  the 
time  our  steamer  reaches  its  des¬ 
tination  steam  is  generated.  A 
spare  steamer  is  close  at  hand. 
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Very  bright  and  clean  is  the  machine, 
which  in  a  way  puts  its  useful  ally,  the 
“  manual,”  in  the  shade  ;  though  at  present 
the  latter  kind  are  more  numerous,  in  the 
proportion  of  seventy-eight  to  forty-eight, 
dhirning  from  the  engines,  we  notice  a  row 
of  burnished  helmets  hanging  over  tunics, 

'  and  below  these,  great  knee-boots,  which 
are  so  familiar  to  the  citizen.  When  the 
alarm  is  rung,  these  are  donned  rapidly  ; 
but  we  opine  the  gates  will  occupy  some 
time  in  the  openipg. 

Our  guide  smiles,  and  points  out  two 
ropes  hanging  immediately  over  the  driving 
seat  of  each  engine. 

“  When  the  engine  is  ready  the  coach¬ 
man  pulls  the  rope,  and  the  gates  open  of 
their  own  accord,  you  may  say.  See 
here  !  ” 

He  turns  to  the  office  entrance,  where 
two  ropes  are  hanging  side  by  side.  A  pull 
on  each,  and  the  doors  leading  to  the  back¬ 
yard  open  and  unfold  themselves.  The 
catch  drops  deftly  into  an  aperture  made  to 
receive  it,  and  the  portals  are  thus  kept 
open.  About  a  second  and  a  half  is  occu¬ 
pied  in  this  manoeuvre. 

We  consider  it  unfortunate  that  we  shall 
not  see  a  “  turn  out,”  as  alarms  by  day  are 
not  usual.  The  Superintendent  looks 
quizzical,  but  says  nothing  then.  He  gives 
instructions  to  our  guide  to  show  us  all  we 
want  to  see,  and  in  this  spirit  we  examine 
the  instrument  room  close  at  hand. 

Here  are  fixed  a  number  of  telephonic 
apparatus,  labelled  with  the  names  of  the 
stations  : — Manchester-square,  Clerkenwell, 
Whitechapel,  and  so  on,  five  in  number, 
known  by  the  Brigade  as  Superintendents’ 
^Stations,  A,  B,  C,  D,  E  Districts.  By  these 
means  immediate  communication  can  be 
obtained  with  any  portion  of  the  Metropolis, 
and  the  condition  and  requirements  of  the 
fires  reported.  There  is  also  a  frame  in  the 
outer  office  which  bears  a  number  of  elec¬ 
tric  bells,  which  can  summon  the  head  of 
any  department,  or  demand  the  presence  of 
any  officer  instantly. 

It  is  extraordinary  to  see  the  quiet  way 
in  which  the  work  is  performed,  the  ease 
and  freedom  of  the  men,  and  the  strict 
observance  of  discipline  withal.  Very  few 
men  are  visible  as  we  pass  on  to  the  repair¬ 
ing  shops.  (Illustration,  p.  29.)  Here  the 
engines  are  repaired  and  inspected.  There 
are  eleven  steamers  in  the  shed,  some 
available  for  service,  and  so  designated.  If 
an  outlying  station  require  a  steamer  in 
substitution  for  its  own^  here  is  one  ready. 


The  boilers  are  examined  every  six  months,;’ 
and  tested  by  water-pressure  up  to  t8o  lbs.;: 
on  the  square  inch,  in  order  to  sustain 
safely  the  steam  pressure  up  to  120  lbs.,  i 
when  it  “  blows  off.” 

Passing  down  the  shed  we  notice  the 
men — all  Brigade  men— employed  at  their  i 
various  tasks  in  the  forge  or  carpenters’  e 
shop.  Thus  it  will  be  perceived  that  the  1 
head-quarters  enclose  many  different 
artizans,  and  is  self-contained.  The  men  \ 
were  lifting  a  boiler  when  we  were  present,  : 
and  our  artist  “caught  them  in  the  act.” 

Close  to  the  entrance  is  a  high  “  shoot  ” 
in  which  hang  pendant  numerous  ropes  and 
many  lengths  of  drying  hose.  The  im¬ 
pression  experienced  when  standing  under¬ 
neath,  and  gazing  upwards,  is  something 
like  the  feeling  one  would  have  while 
gazing  up  at  the  tops  of  the  trees  in  a  pine 
wood.  There  is  a  sense  of  vastness  in  this 
narrow  lofty  brick  enclosure,  which  is  some 
70  ft.  high.  The  hose  is  doubled  in  its 
length  of  100  ft.,  and  then  it  drains  dry, 
for  the  moisture  is  apt  to  conceal  itself  in 
the  rubber  lining,  and  in  the  nozzles  and 
head-screws  of  the  hoses. 

No  precaution  is  neglected,  no  point  is 
massed.  Vigilant  eyes  are  everywhere  ; 
bright  responsive  faces  and  ready  hands  are 
continually  in  evidence,  but  unobtrusively. 

Turning  from  the  repairing  shops  we 
proceed  to  the  stables,  where  we  find  things 
in  the  normal  condition  of  preparedness. 

“  Be  ready  ”  is  evidently  the  watchword  of 
the  Brigade.  Ready,  aye  ready  !  Neat¬ 
ness  and  cleanliness  are  here  scrupulously 
regarded.  Tidiness  is  the  feature  of  the 
stables.  A  pair  of  horses  on  either  side  are 
standing,  faces  outward,  in  their  stalls. 
Four  handsome,  well-groomed,  lithe  animals 
they  look  ;  and  as  we  enter  they  regard  us 
with  considerable  curiosity,  a  view  which  we 
reciprocate. 

Round  each  horse’s  neck  is  suspended  his 
collar.  A  weight  let  into  the  woodwork  01 
the  stall  holds  the  harness  by  means  of  a 
lanyard  and  swivel.  When  the  alarm  rings 
the  collar  is  dropped,  and  in  “  half  a 
second  ”  the  animals,  traces  and  splinter- 
bar  hanging  on  their  sleek  backs  and  sides, 
are  trotted  out  and  harnessed.  Again  we 
express  our  regret  that  no  kind  householder 
will  set  fire  to  his  tenement,  that  no  nice 
children  will  play  with  matches  or  candle 
this  fine  morning,  and  let  us  “  see  every¬ 
thing,”  like  Charles  Middlewick. 

Once  more  our  guide  smiles,  and  passes 
on  through  the  forage  and  harness-roorns, 
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where  we  also  find  a  coachman’s  room  for 
reading,  and  waiting  on  duty. 

It  is  now  nearly  mid-day,  and  we  turn  to 
see  the  fire-drill  of  the  recruits,  who,  clad  in 
slops,  practise  all  the  necessary  and  requisite 
work  which  alone  can  render  them  fit  for 
the  business.  They  are  thus  employed  from 
nine  o’clock  to  mid-day,  and  from  two  till  four 
p.m.  During  these  five  hours  the  squads  are 
exercised  in  the  art  of  putting  the  ladders 
and  escapes  on  the  wagons  which  convey 
them  to  the  scene  of  the  fire.  The  recruit 
must  learn  how  to  raise  the  heavy  machine 
by  his  own  efforts,  by  means  of  a  rope  rove 
through  a  ring-bolt.  We  had  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  see  the  recruits  raising  the  machine 
together  to  get  it  off  the  wagon.  The  men 
are  practised  in  leaping  up  when  the 
vehicle  is  starting  off  at  a  great  pace  after 
the  wheels  are  manned  to  give  an 
impetus  to  the  vehicle  which  car¬ 
ries  such  a  burthen. 

But  the  “  rescue  drill  ”  is  still 
more  interesting,  and  this  ex¬ 
hibited  the  strength  and  dexterity 
of  the  firemen  in  a  surprising 
manner.  It  is  striking  to  notice 
the  different  ways  in  which  the 
rescue  of  the  male  and  female 
sexes  is  accomplished.  The  sure¬ 
footed  fireman  rapidly  ascends  the 
ladder,  and  leaps  upon  the  parapet. 

The  escape  is  furnished  with  a 
ladder  which  projects  beyond  the 
net.  At  the  bottom  a  c^nv^s 


sheet  or  ‘‘hammock”  is  suspended, 
so  that  the  rescued  shall  not  suffer 
from  contusions,  which  formerly  were 
frequent  in  consequence  of  the  rapid 
descent. 

One  fireman  passes  into  a  garret 
window  and  emerges  with  a  man. 
He  makes  no  pause  on  the  parapet, 
where  already,  heedless  of  glare  and 
smoke  and  the  risk  of  a  fall,  he  has 
raised  on  his  shoulders  the  heavy, 
apparently  inanimate,  form,  and  grasp¬ 
ing  the  man  round  one  leg,  his  arm  inside 
the  thigh,  he  carries  him  steadily,  like  a 
sack  of  coals,  down  the  ladder  as  far  as  the 
opening  of  the  bag-net  of  the  escape. 

Here  he  halts,  and  puts  the  man  into  the 
net,  perhaps  head  downwards,  he  himself 
following  in  the  same  position.  The  man 
rescued  is  then  let  down  easily,  the  fireman 
using  his  elbows  and  knees  as  “  breaks  ”  to 
arrest  their  progress.  So  the  individual  is 
assisted  down,  and  not  permitted  to  go  un¬ 
attended. 

The  rescue  of  a  female  is  accomplished  in 
a  slightly  different  manner.  She  is  also 
carried  to  the  ladder,  but  the  rescuer  grasps 
both  her  legs  below  the  knees,  and  when  he 
reaches  the  net  he  places  her  head  down¬ 
wards  and  grasps  her  dress  tightly  round  her 
ankles,  holding  her  thus  in  a  straight  posi¬ 
tion.  Thus  her  dress  is  undisturbed,  and 
she  is  received  in  the  folds  of  the  friendly 
canvas  underneath,  in  safety. 

There  is  also  a  “jumping  drill  ”  from  the 
windows  into  a  sheet  held  by  the  other 
men.  This  course  of  instruction  is  not  so 
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popular,  for  it  seems  somewhat  of  a  trial  stone)  from  the  parapet  to  the  right 
to  leap  in  cold  blood  into  a  sheet  some  knee,  then,  by  grasping  the  waist,  getting 
twenty  feet  below.  The  feat  of  lifting  the  limp  arm  around  his  neck,  and  then, 
a  grown  man  (weighing  perhaps  sixteen  holding  the  leg,  to  rise  up  and  walk  on 

a  narrow  ledge  amid  all  the  terrible  sur¬ 
roundings  of  a  fire,  requires  much  nerve 
and  strength.  Frequently  we  hear  of  deaths 
and  injuries  to  men  of  the  Brigade,  but  no 
landsman  can  attain  proficiency  in  even 
double  the  time  that  sailors  do— the  latter 
are  so  accustomed  to  giddy  heights,  and  to 
precarious  footing. 

Moreover,  the  belt,  to  which  a  swivel 
hook  is  attached,  is  a  safeguard  of  which 
Jack  takes  every  advantage.  This  equip¬ 
ment  enables  him  to  hang  on  to  a  ladder 
and  swing  about  like  a  monkey,  having 
both  hands  free  to  save  or  assist  a  victim  or 
the  fire  or  one  of  his  mates.  There  is  a 
death-roll  of  about  five  men  annually,  on 
the  average,  and  many  are  injured,  if  not 
fatally  yet  very  seriously,  by  falling  walls  and 
such  accidents.  Drenched  and  soaked,  the 

men  have  a  terrible  time 
of  it  at  a  fire,  and  they 
richly  deserve  the  leisure 
thev  obtain. 

This  leisure  is,  however, 
not  so  pleasant  as  might 
be  imagined,  for  the  fire¬ 
man  is  always  on  duty  ; 
and,  no  matter  how  he 
is  occupied,  he  may  be 
wanted  on  the  engine,  and 
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Having  inspected  the  American  ladder  in 
I  its  shed,  we  glanced  at  the  stores  and  pattern 
I  rooms,  and  at  the  firemen’s  quarters.  Here 
]  the  men  live  with  their  wives  and  families, 
if  they  are  married,  and  in  single  blessed¬ 
ness,  if  Love  the  Pilgrim  has  not  come 
their  way.  Old  Winchester  House,  fes¬ 
tooned  with  creepers,  was  never  put  to  more 
worthy  use  than  in  sheltering  these  retiring 
heroes,  whq  daily  risk  their  lives  uncom¬ 
plainingly.  Somewhat  different  now  the 
scenes  from  those  when  the  stately  palace 
of  Cardinal  Beaufort  extended  to  the  river, 
and  the  spacious  park  was  stocked  with 
game  and  venison.  As  our  conductor  seeks 
a  certain  key  we  muse  on  the  old  time,  the 
feasts  and  pageants  held  here,  the  wedding 
banquet  of  James  and  Jane  Somerset,  when 
the  old  walls  and  precincts  rang  with  merry 
cheer.  Turning,  we  can  almost  fancy  we 
perceive  the  restless  Wyatt  quitting  the 


pad  we  see  all  that  remains  of  the  brave 
Fireman  Jacobs,  who  perished  at  the  con¬ 
flagration  in  Wandsworth  in  September, 
1889. 

It  was  on  the  12th  of  that  month  that 
the  premises  occupied  by  Messrs.  Burroughs 
and  Wellcome,  manufacturing  chemists, 
took  fire.  Engineer  HoAvard  and  tw^o  third- 
class  firemen,  Jacobs  and  Ashby,  ran  the 
hose  up  the  staircase  at  the  end  of  the  build¬ 
ing.  The  tAvo  latter  men  remained,  but 
their  retreat  AA^as  suddenly  cut  off,  and  exit 
AA^as  sought  by  the  AvindoAv.  The  united 
ladder-lengths  AAmuld  not  reach  the  upper 
story,  and  a  builder’s  ladder  came  only 
Avithin  a  feAv  feet  of  the  casement  at  Avhich 
the  brave  men  AA^ere  standing  calling  for  a 
line. 

Ashby,  whose  helmet  is  still  preserved, 
Avas  fortunately  able  to  squeeze  himself 
through  the  bars,  drop  on  the  high  ladder, 


A  SAD  RECORD. 


postern-gate,  leaving  fragments  of  the 
mutilated  books  of  Winchester’s  proud 
bishop.  These  past  scenes  vanish  as  our 
guide  returns  and  beckons  us  to  other  sights. 

Of  these,  by  far  the  most  melancholy  in¬ 
terest  is  aAvakened  by  the  relics  of  those 
brave  firemen  Avho  haA^e  died,  or  have  been 
seriously  injured,  on  duty.  In  a  cupboard, 
in  a  long,  rather  Ioav  apartment,  in  the 
square  or  innei  quadrangle  of  the  building, 
are  a  number  of  Iielmets;  bruised,  battered, 
broken,  burnt  ;  the  fragments  of  crests 
tAAusteJ  by  fire,  dulled  by  water  and  dust 
and  smoke.  Here  is  a  saddening  record 
indeed.  The  visitor  experiences  much  the 
same  sensations  as  those  Avith  Avhich  he 
gazes  at  the  bodies  at  the  Great  Saint  Ber¬ 
nard,  only  in  this  instance  the  cause  of 
death  is  fire  and  heat,  in  the  other  snoAV 
and  vapour,  Avind  and  storm  ;  but  all  “  ful¬ 
filling  His  Avord,”  Whose  fiat  has  gone  forth, 
“To  dust  shalt  thou  return.” 

Aye,  it  is  a  sad  moment  AA^hen  on  a  canvas 


and  descend.  He  AA^as  terribly  burned„ 
But  Jacobs  being  a  stout  man — his  portrait 
is  hanging  on  the  Avail  in  the  office  AA^ait- 
ing-room  in  SouthAA^ark — could  not  squeeze 
through,  and  he  AA^as  burned  to  a  cinder, 
almost.  What  remained  of  him  Avas  laid 
to  rest  Avith  all  Brigade  honours,  but  in  this 
museum  are  his  blackened  tunic-front,  his 
hatchet  and  spanner,  the  nozzle  of  the  hose 
he  held  in  his  death-grip.  That  is  all !  But 
his  memory  is  green,  and  not  a  man  aaTo 
mentions  but  points  Avith  pride  to  his  pic¬ 
ture.  “  Did  you  tell  him  about  Jacobs  ?  ” 
is  a  question  Avhich  testifies  to  the  estima¬ 
tion  in  which  this  brave  man  is  held  ;  and 
he  is  but  a  sample  of  the  rest. 

For  he  is  not  alone  represented.  Take 
the  helmets  one  by  one  at  random.  Whose 
Avas  this  ?  Joseph  Ford’s  ?  Yes,  read  on, 
and  you  Avill  learn  that  he  saved  six  lives  at 
a  fire  in  Gray’s  Inn-road,  and  that  he  Avas  in 
the  act  of  saving  a  seventh  AAffien  he  lost  his 
life.  Poor  felloAV  ! 
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Stanley  Guernsey;  T.  Ashford;  Hoad  ; 
Berg,  too,  the  hero  of  the  Alhambra  fire  in 
1882.  But  the  record  is  too  long..  AA- 
qiiiescant  in  pace.  They  have  done  their 
duty  ;  some  have  survived  to  do  it  again, 
and  we  may  be  satisfied.  .  .  .  Come  away, 
lock  the  cupboard,  good  Number  109.  May 
it  be  long  ere  thy  helmet  is  placed  with  sad 
memento  within  this  press. 

Descending  the  stairs  we  reach  the  office 
once  again.  Here  we  meet  our  Superin¬ 
tendent.  All  is  quiet.  Some  men  are 
reading,  others  writing  reports,  mayhap  ; 
a  few  are  in  their  shirt-sleeves  working, 
polishing  the  reserve  engine :  a  calm 
reigns.  We  glance  up  at  the  automatic 
fire-alarm  which,when  just  heated,  rings  the 
call,  and  “  it  will  warm  up  also  with  your 
hand,”  See?  Yes  !  but  suppose  it  should 
ring,  suppose — 

Ting,  ting,  ting,  ting-g-g-g  ! 

What’s  this  ?  The  call  ?  I  am  at  the 
office  door  in  a  second.  Well  it  is  that  I 
proceed  no  farther.  As  I  pause  in  doubt 
and  surprise,  the  heavy  rear  doors  swing 
open  by  themselves  as  boldly  and  almost  as 
noiselessly  as  the  iron  gate  which  opened 
for  St.  Peter.  A  clattering  of  hoofs,  a 
running  to  and  fro  for  a  couple  of  seconds  ; 
four  horses  trot  in,  led  by  the  coachman  ; 
in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  the  animals  are 
hitched  to  the  ready  engines  ;  the  firemen 
dressed,  helmeted,  and  booted  are  seated  on 
the  machines  ;  a  momentary  pause  to  learn 


their  destination  ere  the  coachman  pulls 
the  ropes  suspended  over  head  ;  the  street 
doors  fold  back,  automatically,  the  prancing, 
rearing  steeds  impatient,  foaming,  strain 


at  the  traces  ;  the  passers-by  scatter  helter- 
skelter  as  the  horses  plunge  into  the  street 
and  then  dash  round  the  corner  to  their 
stables  once  again. 

“  A  false  alarm  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir.  We  thought  you’d  like  to  see 
a  turn  out,  and  that  is  how  it’s  done  !  ” 

A  fake  alarm  !  Was  it  true  ?  Yes,  the 
men  are  good-temperedly  doffing  boots  and 
helmets,  and  quietly  resuming  their  late 
avocations.  They  do  not  mind.  Less  than 
twenty  seconds  have  elapsed,  and  from  a 
quiet  hall  the  engine-room  has  been  trans¬ 
formed  into  a  bustling  fire  station.  Men, 
horses,  engines  all  ready  and  away  !  No  one 
knew  whither  he  was  going.  The  call  was 
sufficient  for  all  of  them.  No  questions  put 
save  one,  “Where  is  it?”  Thither  the 
brave  fellows  would  have  hurried,  ready  to 
do  and  die,  if  necessary. 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  describe  the 
effect  which  this  sudden  transformation 
scene  produces  ;  the  change  is  so  rapid,  the 
effect  is  so  dramatic,  so  novel  to  a  stranger. 
We  hear  of  the  engines  turning  out,  but  to 
the  writer,  who  was  not  in  the  secret,  the 
result  was  most  exciting,  and  the  remem¬ 
brance  will  be  lasting.  The  wily  artist  had 
placed  himself  outside,  and  secured  a  view, 
an  instantaneous  picture  of  the  start  ;  but 
the  writer  was  in  the  dark,  and  taken  by 
surprise.  The  wonderful  rapidity,  order, 
discipline,  and  exactness  of  the  parts  secure 
a  most  effective  tableau 


After  such  an  experience  one  naturally 
desires  to  see  the  mainspring  of  all  this 
machinery,  the  hub  round  which  the  wheel 
revolves — Captain  Eyre  M.  Shaw,  C.B, 
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But  the  chief  officer  has  slipped  out, 
leaving  us  permission  to  interview  his 
empty  chair,  and  the  apartments  which  he 
daily  occupies  when  on  duty  in  Southwark. 

This  unpretending  room  upstairs  is 
plainly  but  comfortably  furnished — though 
no  carpet  covers  the  floor,  oilcloth  being 
cooler.  Business  is  writ  large  on  every  side. 
On  one  wall  is  a  large  map  of  the  fire 
stations  of  the  immense  area  presided  over 
by  Captain  Shaw.  Here  are  separately  in¬ 
dicated  the  floating  engines,  the  escapes, 
ladders,  call  points,  police  stations,  and 
private  communications. 

The  chair  which  “  the  Captain  ’’has  tem¬ 
porarily  vacated  bristles  with  speaking 
tubes.  On  the  walls  beside  the  fire-place  are 
portraits  of  men  who  have  died  on  duty  ; 
the  chimney-piece 
is  decorated  with 
nozzles  —  hose- 
nozzles — of  vari¬ 
ous  sizes.  Upon 
the  table  are  re¬ 
ports,  map  of 
Paris,  and  many 
documents,  amid 
which  a  novel 
shines,  as  indicat¬ 
ing  touch  with 
the  outside  world. 

There  is  a  book¬ 
case  full  of  care¬ 
fully  arranged 
pamphlets,  and 
on  the  opposite 
wall  an  illumin¬ 
ated  address  of 
thanks  from  the 
Fire  Brigade  As¬ 
sociation  to  Captain  Shaw,  which  concludes 
with  the  expression  of  a  hope  “  That  his 
useful  life  may  long  be  spared  to  fill  the 
high  position  in  the  service  he  now  adorns.” 

With  this  we  cordially  concur,  and  we 
echo  the  “  heartfelt  wishes  ”  of  his  obliged 
and  faithful  servants  as  we  retire,  secure  in 
our  possession  of  a  picture  of  the  apartment. 

There  are  many  interesting  items  in 
connection  with  the  Brigade  which  we  find 
time  to  chronicle.  For  instance,  we  learn 
that  the  busiest  time  is,  as  one  would 
expect,  between  September  and  December. 
The  calls  during  the  year  1889  amounted 
to  3,131.  Of  these  594  were  false  alarms, 
199  were  only  chimneys  on  fire,  and  of  the 
remainder  153  only  resulted  in  serious 
damage,  2,185  in  slight  damage.  These 
calls  are  exclusive  of  ordinary  chimney 


fires  and  small  cases,  but  in  all  those  above 
referred  to  engines  and  men  were  turned 
out.  The  grand  total  of  fires  amounted  to 
4,705,  or  on  an  average  13  fires,  or  supposed 
fires,  a  day.  This  is  an  increase  of  350  on 
those  of  t888,  and  we  find  that  the  incre¬ 
ment  has  been  growing  for  a  decade. 
However,  considering  the  increase  in  the 
number  of  houses,  there  is  no  cause  for 
alarm.  Lives  were  lost  at  thirty-eight  fires 
in  1889. 

The  personnel  of  the  Brigade  consists 
of  only  seven  hundred  and  seven  of  all 
ranks.  The  men  keep  watches  of  twelve 
hours,  and  do  an  immense  amount  of 
work  besides.  This  force  has  the  control 
of  158  engines,  steam  and  manual  of 
all  sorts  ;  31 J  miles  of  hose,  and  80 


carts  to  carry  it  ;  besides  fire-floats, 
steam  tugs,  barges,  and  escapes  ;  long 
ladders,  trolleys,  vans,  and  131  horses. 
These  are  to  attend  to  365  call  points,  72 
telephones  to  stations,  55  alarm  circuits, 
besides  telephones  to  police  stations  and 
public  and  private  building  and  houses,  and 
the  pay  is  3s.  6d.  per  day,  increasing  ! 

From  these,  not  altogether  dry,  bones  of 
facts  we  may  build  up  a  monument  to  the 
great  energy  and  intense  esprit  de  corps  of 
Captain  Shaw  and  his  Brigade.  In  their 
hands  we  place  ourselves  every  night. 
While  the  Metropolis  sleeps  the  untiring 
Brigade  watches  over  its  safety.  Whether 
at  the  head-quarters  or  at  the  outer  stations, 
at  the  street  stations,  boxes,  or^  escape  sta¬ 
tions,  the  men  are  continually  vigilant  ;  and 
are  most  efficiently  seconded  by  the  police. 


THE  KEl’AIRING  SHOP. 


30 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


But  for  the  latter  force  the  efforts  of  the 
firemen  would  often  be  crippled,  and  their 
heroic  attempts  perhaps  rendered  fruitless, 
by  the  pressure  of  the  excited  spectators. 

We  have  now  seen  the  manner  in  which 
the  Metropolitan  Fire  Brigade  is  managed, 
and  how  it  works  ;  the  splendid  services 
it  accomplishes,  for  which  few  rewards  are 
forthcoming.  It  is  true  that  a  man  may 
attain  to  the  post  of  superintendent,  and  to 
a  house,  with  a  salary  of  ^  yoar,  but 

he  has  to  serve  a  long  probation.  For  con¬ 
sider  that  he  has  to  learn  his  drill  and  the 
general  working  of  the  Brigade.  Every 
man  must  be  competent  to  perform  all  the 
duties.  During  this  course  of  instruction 
he  is  not  permitted  to  attend  a  fire  ;  such 
experience  being  found  unsuitable  to  be¬ 
ginners.  In  a  couple  of  months,  if  he  has 
been  a  sailor,  the  recruit  is  fit  to  go  out, 
and  he  is  sent  to  some  station,  where,  as 
fireman  of  the  fourth  class,  he  performs 
the  duties  required. 

By  degrees,  from  death  or  accident,  or 
other  causes,  those  above  him  are  removed, 
or  promoted,  and  he  ascends  the  ladder  to 
the  first  class,  where,  having  passed  an  ex¬ 


amination,  he  gets  a  temporary  appoint¬ 
ment  as  assistant  officer  on  probation.  If 
then  satisfactory,  he  is  confirmed  in  his 
position  as  officer,  proceeds  to  head-quarters, 
and  superintends  a  section  of  the  establish¬ 
ment  as  inspector  of  the  shops,  and  finally 
as  drill  instructor. 

After  this  service,  he  is  probably  put 
under  the  superintendent  at  a  station  as 
‘‘  engineer -in-charge,”  as  he  is  termed.  He 
has,  naturally,  every  detail  of  drill  and 
“  business  ”  at  his  fingers’  ends.  The  wis¬ 
dom  of  such  an  arrangement  is  manifest. 
As  the  engineer-in-charge  has  been  lately 
through  the  work  of  drill  instructor,  he 
knows  exactly  what  is  to  be  done,  and 
every  other  officer  in  similar  position  also 
knows  it.  Thus  uniformity  of  practice  is 
insured. 

There  are  many  other  points  on  which 
information  is  most  courteously  given  at 
head-quarters.  But  time  presses.  We  ac¬ 
cordingly  take  leave  of  our  pleasant  guide, 
and  the  most  polite  of  superintendents,  and, 
crossing  the  Iron  Bridge  once  more,  plunge 
into  the  teeming  thoroughfares  of  the  City, 
satisfied. 


CAPTAIN  SHAW’s  SANCTUM. 


Scenes  of  the  Siege  of  Paris. 

From  the  French  of  Alphonse  Daudet. 


[Alphonse  Daudet,  the  most  brilliant  of  French  novelists  alive,  was  born  at  Nimes  in  1840.  His 
parents  were  not  rich,  and  he  started  life  by  drudging  as  an  usher.  Then  he  resolved  to  break  his  chains,  and 
to  earn  his  bread  at  Paris  with  his  pen.  He  began  by  painting  in  the  Figaro^  with  great  graphic  power,  the 
miseries  of  ushers  in  provincial  schools.  Then  he  turned  to  writing  stories,  with  the  success  to  which  he  owes 
his  world-wide  fame.  Most  of  his  novels  are  well  known  in  England  ;  but  the  characteristic  little  stories  here 
translated  will  probably  be  new  to  English  readers.] 

I.— THE  BOY  SPY. 


IS  name  was  Stenne  :  they 
called  him  Little  Stenne. 

He  was  a  thorough  child  of 
Paris  ;  delicate-looking,  pale, 
about  ten  years  old— perhaps 
fifteen — one  never  can  tell  the 
ages  of  these  scaramouches.  His  mother 
was  dead  ;  his  father,  an  old  marine,  used 


to  guard  a  square  in  the  Temple  quarter. 
Babies,  nursemaids,  the  old  women  with 
folding-chairs,  poor  mothers — all  the  lei¬ 
surely-moving  world  of  Paris  which  puts 
itself  out  of  the  way  of  carriages  in  those 
gardens — knew  Father  Stenne,  and  wor¬ 
shipped  him.  People  knew  that  under  that 
bristling  moustache,  the  terror  of  dogs  and 
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tramps,  there  lurked  a  tender,  pleasant, 
almost  a  maternal  smile  ;  and  that  to  see 
it  one  had  only  to  say  to  the  good  man — 

“  How  is  your  little  boy  ?  ” 

Father  Stenne  was  very  fond  of  his  son. 
He  was  never  so  happy  as  in  the  evening 
after  school  when  the  little  fellow  came  to 
fetch  him,  and  when  they  went  together 
round  the  walks,  halting  at  every  bench  to 
speak  to  the  regular  loungers,  and  to  reply 
to  their  civil  greetings. 

With  the  siege  all  this  unfortunately 
changed.  The  square  was  closed  ;  petro¬ 
leum  had  been  stored  in  it,  and  poor  Stenne, 
obliged  to  keep  Avatch  incessantly,  passed 
his  life  amid  the  deserted,  and  partly  de¬ 
stroyed,  clumps  of  trees  without  being  able 
to  smoke,  and  Avithout  the  company  of  his 
son  until  he  returned  home  late  in  the 
evening.  You  should  have  seen  his  mous¬ 
tache  Avhen  he  spoke  of  the  Prussians  ! 

Little  Stenne,  however,  did  not  complain 
very  much  of  this  ncAV  life.  A  siege  is 
such  fun  for  the  street  boys  !  No  more 
school ;  no  lessons  ;  holidays  all  the 
time,  and  the  streets  just  like  a  fair ! 
The  lad  stayed  out  all 
day  till  quite  evening, 
running  about.  He 
Avould  accompany  the 
battalions  of  the  quarter 
on  their  turn  of  duty 
to  the  ramparts,  choos¬ 
ing  those  specially 
Avhich  had  good  bands  ; 
and  on  this  question 
little  Stenne  was  quite 
critical.  He  would 
have  told  you  plainly 
that  the  band  of  the 
Ninety-sixth  Avas  not 
good  for  much  ;  but 
that  the  Fifty-fifth  had 
an  excellent  one.  At 
other  times  he  watched 
the  mobiles  drilling, 
and  then  there  were 
the  queues  to  occupy 
him. 

With  his  basket  on 
his  arm  he  would  take 
his  place  in  the  long 
lines  Avh'ich,  in  the 
half-light  of  the  winter 
mornings— those  gas¬ 
less  mornings^ — -Avere  formed  outside  the 
gates  of  the  butchers  and  bakers.  There 
the  people,  Avaiting  for  rations,  their  feet 
in  the  puddles,  talked  politics  and  made 


acquaintances  ;  and,  as  the  son  of  M. 
Stenne,  every  one  asked  the  lad  his 
opinion.  But  the  greatest  fun  of  all  Avas 
the  cork-throAving  parties — the  famous 
game  of  galoche  —  Avhich  the  Breton 
mobiles  had  introduced  during  the  siege. 
When  little  Stenne  Avas  not  on  the  ram¬ 
parts,  or  at  the  distribution  of  rations,  you 
Avould  surely  find  him  in  the  Place  Chateau 
d’Eau.  He  did  not  play  galoche  himself, 
you  must  understand  :  too  much  money 
Avas  needed  for  that.  He  contented  himself 
by  Avatching  the  players  “with  all  his  eyes.” 

One  lad — a  big  fellow  in  a  bluejacket — 
Avho  never  ventured  aught  but  five-franc 
pieces,  especially  excited  the  admiration  of 
little  Stenne.  When  this  felloAv  moved 
about  you  could  hear  the  coins  jingling  in 
his  pocket. 

One  day,  when  picking  up  a 
piece  that  had  rolled  to  the  feet  of 
our  hero,  the  big  boy  said  to  him  : 

“  Ah  !  that  makes  your  mouth 
water,  eh  ?  Well,  if  you  wish,  I 
will  tell  you  where  to 
find  some  like  this.” 


‘‘LET  US  TASS,  GOOD  SIR.” 

When  the  game  was  finished  he  led 
Stenne  to  a  corner  of  the  Place,  and  pro¬ 
posed  that  he  should  go  Avith  him  and  sell 
ncAvspapers  to  the  Germans — at  thirty 
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francs  the  trip  !  At  first  Stenne  indignantly  ing  away  ;  and  then  they  were  m  the  Auber- 
refused,  and  he  did  not  go  again  to  watch  villiers-road.  The  big  boy  laughed  heartily  . 
the  game  for  three  whole  days — three  Confusedly,  as  in  a  dream,  little  Stenne  saw 

terrible  days.  He  no  longer  ate  nor  slept.  the  factories,  now  converted  into  barracks  ; 
At  night  he  had  visions  of  heaps  of  abandoned  barricades  decked  out  with  wet 

rags,  and  high  chimneys,  now 
smokeless,  standing  up,  half  in 
ruins,  against  the  misty  sky. 
At  certain  distances  were  sen¬ 
tries  ;  officers,  cloaked  and 
hooded,  sweeping  the  horizon 
with  their  field  glasses  ;  and 
small  tents  saturated  by  the 
melting  snow  beside  the  expir¬ 
ing  watch-fires.  The  big  boy 
knew  the  paths,  and  took  his 
way  across  the  fields  so  as  to 
avoid  the  outposts. 

Presently,  however,  they 
came  upon  a  strong  guard  of 
Franc-tireurs,  and  were  un¬ 
able  to  pass  by  unnoticed. 

The  men  were  in  a 
number  of  small 
huts  concealed  in  a 
ditch  full  of  water 
all  along  the  line  of 
the  Soissons  railway. 
Here  it  Avas  no  avail 
for  the  big  boy  to 
tell  his  story  ;  the 
Franc-tireurs  Avould 
not  let  him  pass. 
But  while  he  was 
lamenting,  an  old 
sergeant,  with  Avhite  hair  and  wrinkled  face, 
came  out  from  the  guard-house  ;  he  was 
something  like  Father  Stenne. 

“  Come,  come,  you  brats,  don’t  cry  any 
more  !  ”  he  said.  “  You  may  go  and  fetch 
.  your  potatoes  ;  but  first  come  in  and  warm 
yourselves  a  little.  The  youngster  there 
looks  nearly  frozen  !  ” 

Alas  !  little  Stenne  was  not  trembling 
from  cold,  but  for  fear,  for  very  shame  ! 

In  the  guardhouse  were  some  soldiers 
huddled  round  a  very  poor  fire — a  true 
‘‘widoAv’s  fire,”  at  Avhich  they  were  toasting 
biscuits  on  the  points  of  their  bayonets. 
The  men  sat  up  close  to  make  room  for  the 
boys,  and  gave  them  a  drop  of  coffee.  While 
they  were  drinking  it  an  officer  came  to  the 
door  and  summoned  the  sergeant  of  the 
guard.  He  spoke  to  him  very  rapidly  in  a 
low  tone  and  went  off  in  a  hurry. 

“  My  lads,”  said  the  sergeant,  as  he  turned 
round  with  a  beaming  countenance,  “  There 
will  he  tobacco  to-night  !  The  watch-word 
of  the  Prussians  has  been  discovered,  and 


“the  men  gave  them  a  drop  of  coffee." 


galoches  at  the  foot  of  his  bed,  and  five- 
franc  pieces  rolling  and  shining  brightly. 
The  temptation  Avas  too  strong.  On  the 
fourth  day  he  returned  to  the  Chateau 
d’Eau,  saAV  the  big  boy  again,  and  per¬ 
mitted  himself  to  be  led  astray  ! 

One  snoAvy  morning  they  set  out  carrying 
a  linen  bag,  and  Avith  a  number  of  ncAVS- 
papers  stuffed  under  their  blouses.  When 
they  reached  the  Flanders  Gate  it  Avas 
scarcely  daylight.  The  big  boy  took  Stenne 
by  the  hand  and  approaching  the  sentry — a 
brave  stay-at-home,”  Avho  had  a  red  nose, 
and  a  good-natured  expression — said  to  him, 
in  a  whining  tone  : 

“  Let  us  pass,  good  sir  ;  our  mother  is  ill, 
papa  is  dead.  We  are  going — my  little 
brother  and  I — to  pick  up  some  potatoes  in 
the  fields.” 

He  began  to  cry.  Stenne,  shame-faced, 
hung  down  his  head.  The  sentry  looked  at 
the  lads  for  a  moment,  and  then  glanced 
doAvn  the  white,  deserted  road. 


Get  on  Avith  you,  quick  !  ”  he  said,  turn- 
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this  time  we  shall  take 
that  cursed  Bourget  from 
them  !  ” 

There  was  an  explosion  of  ‘Twavos  ”  and 
laughter.  The  men  danced,  sang,  and 
clashed  their  sword-bayonets,  while  the 
lads,  taking  advantage  of  the  tumult, 
wended  on  their  way. 

The  trench  crossed,  the  plain  lay  extended 
in  front  of  them  ;  beyond  it  was  a  long- 
white  wall,  loopholed  for  musketry.  To¬ 
wards  this  wall  they  made  their  way, 
halting  at  every  step,  pretending  to  pick  up 
potatoes. 

Let  us  go  back  ;  do  not  go  there," 
little  Stenne  kept  saying.  But  the  other 
only  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  con¬ 
tinued  to  advance.  Suddenly  they  heard 
the  click  of  a  fire-lock. 

“  Lie  down,”  cried  the 
big  boy,  throwing  himself 
flat  on  the  ground  as  he 
spoke. 

As  soon  as  he  was 
down  he 
whistled. 


THEIR  FACES  BECAME  MORE  GRAVE.” 


■j  tlF  bOVS  CRAWf.Kn  ON. 

Another  whistle  came  across  the  snow  in 
reply.  The  boys  crawled  on.  In  front  of 
the  wall,  on  the  level  of  the  plain,  appeared 
a  pair  of  yellow  moustaches  under  a  dirty 
forage-cap.  The  big  boy  leaped  into  the 
trench  beside  the  Prussian. 

“This  is  my  brother,”  he  said,  indicating 
his  companion. 

He  was  so  small,  this  little  Stenne,  that 
the  Prussian  laughed  when  he  looked  at 
him,  and  he  was  obliged  to  lift  him  up  to 
the  embrasure. 

On  the  further  side  of  the  wall  were 
great  mounds  of  earth,  felled  trees,  dark 
holes  in  the  snow,  and  in  every  hole  wiis  a 
dirty  cap  and  a  yellow  moustache,  whose 
wearer  grinned  as  the  lads  passed. 

In  one  corner  stood  a  gardener’s  cottage, 
casemated  with  trunks  of  trees.  The  lower 
storey  was  filled  with  soldiers  playing  cards, 
or  busy  making  soup  over  a  clear  fire.  How 
good  the  cabbage  and  bacon  smelt  !  What 
a  difference  from  the  bivouac  of 
the  Franc-tireurs  !  Upstairs  the 
officers  Avere  quartered.  Some¬ 
one  Avas  playing  a  piano,  AA'hile 
from  time  to  time  the  popping  of 
champagne  corks  Avas  also  audible. 

When  the  Parisians  entered  a 
cheer  of  Avelcome  assailed  them. 
They  distributed  their  iieAvspapevs, 
had  something  to  drink,  and  the 
officers  “  dreAv  them  out.”  These 
officers  AAwe  a  haughty  and  dis¬ 
dainful  air,  but  the  big  boy  amused 
them  with  his  street  slang  and 
vulgar  smartness.  Little  Stenne 
Avould  rather  have  spoken,  to  have 
proved  that  he  was  not  a  fool,  but 
something  restrained  him.  Op- 
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posite  to  him  was  seated  a  Prussian  older 
and  more  serious  than  the  rest,  who  was 
reading,  or  rather  pretending  to  read,  for  his 
gaze  was  fixed  on  little  Stenne.  In  his  stead¬ 
fast  look  were  tenderness  and  reproach,  as 
if  he  had  at  home  a  child  of  the  same  age  as 
Stenne — as  if  he  was  saying  to  himself — 

“  I  would  rather  die  than  see  my  own 
son  engaged  in  such  a  business  !  ” 

From  that  moment  Stenne  felt  as  if  a 
heavy  hand  had  been  laid  upon  his  heart, 
and  that  its  beatings  were  checked — stifled. 

To  escape  from  this  terrible  feeling  he 
began  to  drink.  Soon  the  room  and  its 
occupants  were  turning  round  him.  In  a 
vague  way  he  heard  his  companion, 
amidst  loud  laughter,  making  game  of 
the  National  Guard — of  their  style  of 
drill  ;  imitating  a  rush  to  arms  ;  a  night 
alarm  on  the  ramparts.  Subsequently  the 
“  big  fellow  ”  lowered  his  tone,  the 
officers  drew  nearer,  their  faces  became 
more  grave.  The  wretch  was  about  to 
tell  them  of  the  intended  attack  of  the 
Franc-tireurs. 

Then  little  Stenne  stood  up  in  a  rage, 
as  his  senses  returned  to  him  ;  he  cried 
out,  “  None  of  that,  big  one,  none  of 
that  !  ”  but  the  other  only  laughed  and 
continued.  Ere  he  had  finished,  all  the 
officers  were  on  their  feet.  One  of  them 
opened  the  door. 

“Get  out,”  he  said  to  the  boys.  “  Be  off  !  ” 
Then  they  began  to  converse  among 
themselves  in  German.  The  big  boy 
walked  out  as  proud  as  the  Doge,  clinking 
his  money  in  his  pocket.  Stenne  followed 
him  with  drooping  head,  and  as  he  passed 
the  elderly  Prussian,  whose  glance  had  so 
discomposed  him,  he  heard  him  say  in  a 
sad  tone  in  broken  French,  “This  is  bad  ! 
Very  bad  !  ” 

Tears  came  into  Stenne’s  eyes.  Once 
in  the  plain  again,  the  lads  set  out  running, 
and  returned  quickly.  The  bag  was 
full  of  potatoes  which  the  Prussians  had 
given  them,  and  with  it  they  passed  the 
Franc-tireurs  unmolested.  The  troops  were 
preparing  for  the  attack  that  night  ;  bodies 
of  men  were  coming  up  silently  and  mass¬ 
ing  themselves  behind  the  walls.  The  old 
sergeant  was  present,  engaged  in  posting  his 
men,  and  seemed  ouite  happy.  As  the  lads 
passed  he  noddea  at  them,  and  smiled 
kindly  in  recognition. 

Ah  !  how  bad  Stenne  felt  when  he  saw 
that  smile  :  he  felt  inclined  to  cry  out — 

“  Don’t  advance  yonder  ;  we  have  be¬ 
trayed  you  !  ” 


But  the  “  big  one  ”  had  told  him  that 
if  he  said  anything  they  would  both  be 
shot  ;  and  fear  restrained  him. 

At  La  Courneuve  the  pair  went  into 
an  empty  house  to  divide  the  money. 
Truth  compels  me  to  state  that  the 
division  was  honourably  made,  and  little 
Stenne  did  not  feel  his  crime  weigh  so 
heavily  on  his  mind  when  he  heard  the 
coins  jingling  in  his  pocket,  and  thought 
of  the  prospective  games  of  galoche  I 

But — unhappy  child  ! — when  he  was 
left  alone  !  When,  after  they  had  passed 
the  gate,  and  his  companion  had  left  him 
— oh,  then  his  pocket  weighed  heavily, 
and  the  hand  which  pressed  upon  his 
heart  was  hard  indeed  !  Paris  was  no 
longer  the  same.  The  people  passing 
looked  at  him  severely,  as  if  they  were 
aware  of  his  mission.  The  word  spy 
seemed  to  ring  in  his  ears,  and  he  heard  it 
above  the  din  of  carriages,  and  in  the  rolling 
of  the  drums  along  the  canal. 

At  length  he  reached  home,  and  was  very 
glad  to  find  that  his  father  had  not  yet 
come  in.  He  hurried  upstairs  to  his  room 
to  hide  the  crowns  which  had  become  so 
burdensome  to  him. 

Never  had  Father  Stenne  been  in  such 
spirits,  never  in  such  good  humour,  as  on 
that  evening  when  he  returned  home. 
News  had  come  in  from  the  provinces  ; 
things  were  going  better.  As  he  ate  his 
supper  the  old  soldier  gazed  at  his  musket 
which  was  hanging  on  the  wall,  and  ex¬ 
claimed  :  “  Hey,  my  lad,  how  you  would 
go  at  the  Prussians  if  you  were  big 
enough  !  ” 

About  eight  o’clock  the  sound  of  cannon 
was  heard. 

“  That’s  Aubervilliers  ;  they  are  fighting 
at  Bourget,”  said  the  good  old  man,  who 
knew  all  the  forts.  Little  Stenne  turned 
pale,  and  feigning  fatigue  went  to  bed,  but 
not  to  sleep.  The  thunder  of  the  cannon 
continued.  He  pictured  to  himself  the 
Franc-tireurs  marching  in  the  darkness  to 
surprise  the  Prussians,  and  falling  into  an 
ambuscade  themselves.  He  recalled  the 
sergeant  who  had  smiled,  and  pictured  him, 
with  many  others,  extended  lifeless  on  the 
snow.  The  price  of  all  this  blood  was 
then  under  his  pillow,  and  he — he,  the  son 
of  M.  Stenne,  a  soldier — what  had  he 
done?  Tears  choked  him.  He  could  hear 
his  father  walking  about  in  the  next  room  ; 
he  heard  him  open  the  window.  In  the 
Place  below  the  rappel  was  being  beaten  ; 
a  battalion  of  mobiles  was  mustering.  Yes' 
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it  was  a  real  battle — no  mistake  about  narrative  the  old  man  buried  his  face  in  his 

it !  The  unhappy  lad  could  not  repress  hands  and  wept  aloud, 

his  sobs. 


“  Why,  what’s  the  mat¬ 
ter  ?  ”  cried  Father  Stenne, 
coming  into  the  bedroom. 

The  lad  could  bear  it 
ho  longer  ;  he  jumped 
out  of  bed,  and  was  about 
to  throw  himself  at  his 
father’s  feet  Avhen  the 
silver  coins  rolled  out  upon 
the  floor. 

“  What’s  this  ?  Have 
you  robbed  anyone  ?  ” 
asked  the  old  soldier  in  a 
tremulous  voice. 

Then,  all  in  a  breath, 
little  Stenne  told  him  hoAv 
he  had  gone  to  the  Prus¬ 
sian  lines  and  what  he  had 
done.  As  he  continued 
to  speak  the  weight  on 
his  heart  grew  less — it  Avas 
a  relief  to  accuse  himself. 

Father  Stenne  listened  ; 
his  face  Avas  terrible  to 
see.  When  the  lad  had  finished  his 


l)H,  father!  father! 


“  Oh,  father  !  father  !  - 

The  boy  Avould  have 
spoken,  but  the  old  man 
pushed  him  aside,  and 
picked  up  the  money 
Avithout  a  Avord. 

“  Is  this  all  ?  ”  he  asked. 
Little  Stenne  made  a 
sign  in  the  affirmative. 
The  old  soldier  took  doAvn 
his  musket  and  cartouche- 
box,  and  putting  the  silver  ' 
money  in  his  pocket,  said 
calmly : 

“  Very  AA^ell  ;  I  am 
going  to  pay  it  back 
to  them  !  ” 

Then,  Avithout 
another  AVord,  Avith¬ 
out  even  turning  his 
head,  he  descended 
^  the  stairs,  and  joined 
the  mobiles  Avho  Avere 
marching  out  into 
the  darkness. 


No  one  ever  saAV  him  again 


II.— BELISAIRE’S  PRUSSIAN. 


Here  is  a  story  Avhich  I  heard  this  very 
Aveek  in  a  drinking-shop  at  Mont¬ 
martre.  To  do  the  tale  justice  I  ought  to 
possess  the  faubourg  accents  of  Master 
Belisaire,  and  his  great  carpenter’s  apron  ; 
and  to  drink  tAAm  or  three  cups  of  that 
splendid  Avhite  Avine  of  Montmartre,  AAdrich 
is  capable  of  imparting  a  Parisian  accent 
to  even  a  native  of  Marseilles.  Then  I  might 
be  able  to  make  your  flesh  creep,  and  your 
blood  run  cold,  as  Belisaire  did  Avhen  he 
related  this  lugubrious  and  veracious  story 
to  his  boon  companions. 

“  It  Avas  the  day  after  the  ‘  amnesty  ’  (Beli¬ 
saire  meant  armistice).  My  Avife  Avished  me 
to  take  our  child  across  to  Villeneuve-la- 
Garenne  to  look  after  a  little  cottave  Ave 

o 

had  there,  and  of  Avhich  Ave  had  heard  and 
seen  nothing  since  the  siege  had  commenced. 
I  felt  nervous  about  taking  the  little  chap 
with  me,  for  I  kneAV  that  Ave  should  fall  in 
Avith  the  Prussians  ;  and  as  I  had  not  yet 
encountered  them,  I  Avas  afraid  that  some¬ 
thing  unpleasant  Avould  happen.  But  his 
mother  AA^as  determined.  ‘  Get  out  !  ’  she 


cried.  ‘  Let  the  lad  have  a  breath  of  fresh 
air  !  ’ 

“  And  the  fact  is  he  AA^anted  it  badly,  poor 
little  chap,  after  five  months  of  the  siege 
operations  and  privations. 

“  So  AA^e  started  off  together  across  the 
fields.  I  suppose  he  Avas  happy,  poor  mite, 
in  seeing  the  trees  and  the  birds  again, 
and  in  dabbling  himself  Avith  mud  in  the 
ploughed  land  ;  but  I  AA^as  not  so  comfort¬ 
able  myself  ;  there  Avere  too  many  spiked 
helmets  about  for  me.  All  the  Avay  from 
the  canal  to  the  island  Ave  met  them  every 
moment  ;  and  hoAv  insolent  they  Avere  !  It 
Avas  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  restrain 
myself  from  knocking  some  of  them  doAvn. 
But  I  did  feel  my  temper  getting  the  better 
of  me  as  Ave  reached  Villeneuve,  and  saAV 
our  poor  gardens  all  in  disorder,  plants 
rooted  up,  the  houses  open  and  pillaged, 
and  those  bandits  established  in  them  ! 
They  Avere  shouting  to  each  other  from 
the  AvindoAvs,  and  drying  their  clothes  on 
our  trellises.  Fortunately  the  lad  Avas  trot¬ 
ting  along  close  beside  me,  and  I  thought 


SCENES  FEOAJ  THE  SIEGE  OF  PAN  IS. 


37 


when  I  looked  at  him,  if  my  hands  itched  found  it  empty  from  top  to  bottom,  like  all 
more  than  .usual,  ‘Keep  cool,  Belisaire  ;  the  others.  Not  an  article  of  furniture,  not 
take  care  that  no  harm  befall  the  brat  !  ’  a  pane  of  glass,  was  left  in  it  !  There  was 
“  Nothing  but  this  feeling  prevented  me  nothing  except  some  bundles  of  straw  and 
from  committing  some  foolish  act.  Then  I  the  last  leg  of  the  big  arm-chair,  which  was 
understood  why  his  mother  had  been  so  smouldering  in  the  chimney.  These  signs 
determined  about  my  bringing  the  boy  out.  were  Prussian  all  over  ;  but  I  could  see 
“  The  hut  is  at  the  end  of  the  open  space,  nothing  of  the  Germans, 
the  last  on  the  right  hand  on  the  quay.  I  “  Nevertheless  it  seemed  to  me  that 
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somebody  Avas  stirring  m  the 
basement.  I  had  a  bench  down 
there  at  which  I  used  to  amuse 
myself  on  Sundays.  So  I  told 
the  child  to  wait  for  me,  and 
Avent  doAvn. 

“No  sooner  had  1  opened  the 
door  than  a  great  hulking  soldier 
of  William’s  army  rose  groAvling 
from  the  shavings  and  came  at 
me,  his  eyes  starting  from  his 
head,  saA' earing  strange  oaths 
which  I  did  not  understand.  ] 
perceive  that  the  hrute 
mischief,  for  at  the  first 
Avord  that  1  attempted  to  speak 
he  began  to  draAV  his  SAvord. 

‘‘  My  blood  boiled  in  a  second.  All  the 
bilj  which  had  been  aroused  during  the 
pievious  hour  or  so  rushed  to  my  face.  J 
seized  the  bench^iron  and  struck  him  AA^ith 
it.  You  knoAV,  my  lads,  Avhether  my  fist  is 
usually  a  light  one,  but  it  seemed  to  me 
that  that  day  I  had  a  thunderbolt  at  the 
end  of  my  arm.  At  the  first  bloAv  the 
Prussian  measured  his  length  upon  the  floor. 

I  thought  he  Avas  only  stunned. 

Ah!  well,  yes!  But  All  I  had 
to  do  Avas  to  clear  out,  to 
myself  out  of  the  pickle. 

“  It  seemed  queer  to  me,  AA^ho 
had  never  killed  anything — not  even  a  lark 
in  my  life,  to  see  the  great  body  lying 
there.  My  faith  !  but  he  AA^as  a  fine  fair¬ 
haired  felloAv,  Avith  a  curly  beard  like  deal 
shavings.  My  legs  trembled  as  I  looked— 
and  noAv  the  brat  upstairs  Avas  beginning  to 
feel  lonely,  and  to  yell  out,  ‘  Papa,  papa  !  ’ 
at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

1  here  Avere  some  Prussians  passing  along 
the  road.  I  could  see  their  sabres  and  their 
long  legs  through  the  casement  of  the  under¬ 
ground  room.  Suddenly  the  idea  struck 
me— ‘  If  they  enter  the  child  is  lost.’  That 
was  enough.  I  trembled  no  longer.  In  a 
second  I  dragged  the  corpse  under  the 
bench,  covered  it  AAnth  planks  and  shavino-s 
and  hurried  up  the  stairs  to  join  the  child.’ 

“  ‘  Here  I  am  !  ’  I  said. 

‘  What  is  the  matter,  pa]ia  ? 
you  are  !  ’ 

“  'Come,  let  us  get  on  !  ’ 

“  I  declare  to  you  that  the 
might  hustle  me,  or  regard  me  Avith  sus¬ 
picion,  but  I  Avould  not  take  any  notice  of 
t  em.  It  seemed  that  some  one  AA^as  run¬ 
ning  after  me,  and  crying  out  behind  us  all 
ie  time.  Once  Avhen  a  horseman  came 
galloping  up,  I  thought  I  Avould  have  fallen 


a  k 


How  pale 


Cossacki 


1  RAISED  HI.M  OR  MV  RACK.” 


doAAni  in  a  faint  !  HoAvever,  after  1  ha 
passed  the  bridges  I  began  to  pull  myse 
togethei .  Saint  Denis  AA^as  full  of  people 
Phere  AA^as  no  risk  of  our  being  fished  ou 
of  the  croAvd.  I  hen  I  only  thought  of  ou 
little  cottage.  The  Prussians  Avould  surel 
hum  it  Avhen  they  found  their  comrade,  ti 
sa)/  nothing  of  the  risk  of  Jaquot,  my  neigh 
hour,  the  AA’ater-bailiff,  aaT'o,  being  the  onh 
brenchman  left  in  the  hamlet,  Avould  b( 
held  responsible  for  the  dead  soldier 
Pruly  it  AA'as  scarcely  plucky  to  saA^^e  mysel 
in  such  a  AA"ay  ! 

“I  felt  that  I  must  arrange  for  the  con 
c>..^alment  of  the  body  somehoAA" !  The  nearei 
ye  came  to  Paris  the  closer  I  cherished  thii 
idea.  I  could  not  leave  that  Prussian  ir 
my  basement.  So  at  the  ramparts  I  hesi¬ 
tated  no  lono'er. 


sc/i:.y/^:s  from  the  siege  of  par  is. 
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‘‘  ‘  You  go  on/  I  said  to  the  brat,  ‘  1  have 
another  place  to  visit  in  Saint  Denis.' 

“I  embraced  him,  and  turned  back.  Alv 
heart  was  beating  rather  fast,  but  all  the 
same  I  felt  easier  in  my  mind,  not  having 
the  child  with  me  then. 

‘‘  When  I  again  reached  Villeneuve,  night 
was  approaching.  I  kept  my  eyes  open,  you 
may  depend,  and  advanced  foot  by  foot. 
The  place  seemed  quiet  enough,  however. 
I  could  discern  the  hut  still  standing  yonder 
in  the  mist.  There  was  a  long  black  line, 
or  row,  upon  the  quay.  This  ‘  palisade  ’ 
was  composed  of  Prussians  calling  the  roll. 
A  splendid  opportunity  to  find 
the  house  deserted.  As  1 
made  my  way  along  I  noticed 
Father  Jaquot  engaged  in 
drying  his  nets.  Decided Iv 
nothing  was  known  yet.  1 
entered  mv  house,  1  went 
down  into  the  basement  and 
felt  about  among  the  shavings. 

The  Prussian  was  there  ! 

There  were  also  a  couple  of 


“  For  some  five  minutes  1  heard  the 
clanking  of  sabres,  the  tapping  at  doors;  and 
then  the  soldiers  entered  the  court-yard  and 
began  to  shout— 

‘‘  ‘  Hofmann  !  Hofmann  !  ’ 

“  Poor  Hofmann  remained  quite  quiet 
under  his  shavings  ;  but  'twas  I  who  was  on 
the  alert.  Every  instant  I  expected  to  see 
the  guard  enter.  I  had  picked  up  the  dead 
man’s  sabre,  and  there  I  was  ready,  but 
saying  to  myself,  ‘  If  you  get  out  of  this 
scrape,  my  boy,  you  will  owe  a  splendid 
wax  taper  to  Saint  John  the  Baptist  of 
Belleville  !  ' 


“  I  PUSHED  AND  PUSHED.” 


rats  already  busy  at  work  at  his  helmet, 
and,  for  a  moment,  I  had  a  horrible  fright, 
when  I  felt  his  chinstrap  move  !  Was  he 
reviving  ?  No  ;  his  head  was  heavv  and 
cold. 

‘A  crouched  in  a  corner  and  waited.  I 
had  the  idea  to  throw  the  body  into  the 
Seine  when  the  others  were  all  asleep. 

do  not  know  whether  it  was  the 
proximity  of  the  dead,  but  I  was  uncom¬ 
monly  sorry  when  the  Prussians  sounded 
the  ‘  retreat  ’  that  night.  Loud  trumpet 
blasts  resounded — Ta-ta-ta  !  three  by  three, 
regular  toad’s  music.  It  is  not  to  such 
music  that  our  fellows  wish  to  go  to  bed  ! 


“  However,  after  they  had  called  several 
times  my  tenants  decided  to  return.  I 
could  hear  their  heavy  boots  upon  the  stair¬ 
case,  and  in  a  feAV  moments  the  whole  house 
was  snoring  like  a  country  clock.  This  was 
all  I  had  been  waiting  for.  I  looked  out. 

“The  place  was  deserted  ;  all  the  houses 
were  in  darkness.  Good  tor  me  !  J  re¬ 
descended  quickly,  drew  my  Hofmann  from 
beneath  the  bench,  stood  him  upright, 
raised  him  on  my  back,  like  a  burden,  or 
a  bale.  But  wasn’t  he  heavy,  the  brigand  ! 
What  with  his  weight,  my  terror,  and  the 
want  of  food,  I  was  afraid  that  I  should  not 
have  strength  to  reach  my  destination. 
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Then  no  sooner  had  I  reached  the  centre  of 
the  quay  than  I  heard  someone  walking 
behind  me.  I  turned  round.  There  was  no 
one  !  The  moon  was  rising.  I  said  to  my¬ 
self,  ‘  I  must  look  out ;  the  sentries  will  fire  !  ’ 
“To  add  to  my  trouble  the  Seine  Avas 
low.  If  I  had  cast  the  corpse  on  the  bank 
it  would  have  remained  there  as  in  a  cistern. 
I  went  on  ;  no  water  !  I  could  not  go  out 
any  farther  :  my  breath  came  thick  and 
short.  I  panted.  At  length  when  I  thought 
I  had  gone  far  enough,  I  threw  down  my 
load.  There  he  goes  into  the  mud  !  I 
pushed  and  pushed  !  Hue  /  There  ! 


“  Fortunately  a  puff  of  Avind  came  up 
from  the  east,  the  river  rose  a  little,  and  I 
felt  the  ‘  Maccabee  ’  leave  his  moorings 
gently.  Pleasant  journey  to  him  !  I  took 
a  draught  of  water,  and  quickly  mounted 
the  bank. 


“  As  I  passed  the  bridge  at  Villeneuve 
the  people  Avere  gazing  at  something  black 
in  the  Avater.  At  that  distance  it  had  the 
appearance  of  a  AATerry.  It  Avas  my  Prussian, 
Avho  Avas  coming  doAvn  on  the  current, 'in 
the  middle  of  the  stream  !  ” 


Portraits  of  Celebrities  at  difereiit  times  of  their  Lives. 


ALFRED 
TENNYSON. 

Born  1809. 

H  E 
novel 
p  ortrait 
gallery  | 
which  I 
is  here  ^ 

commenced,  and  in 
which  it  is  our  pur-  | 
pose  to  give  portraits,  | 
month  by  month,  of  I 
the  most  eminent  men  I 

E 

and  women  of  the  day  | 
at  different  times  of  I 

llie,  cannot  be  more  Fromal"hotographby'\ 
fitly  opened  than  with 
those  of  the  great  poet  whose  name  has 
been  for  more  than  fifty  years  the  glory  of 
our  literature.  Portraits  of  Lord  Tennyson 
in  youth  are  rare  ;  but  Lord  Tennyson 
himself  has  had  the  kindness  to  assist  us. 


u 


AGE  52 


Mayall,  of  Regent- 
street,”  he  writes, 
“  has  done  the  best 
photograph,  and  Cam¬ 
eron,  of  70,  Mortimer- 
street,  has  a  photo¬ 
graph,  as  a  young 
man,  from  a  portrait 
by  Lawrence.”  These 
are  the  two  here  re¬ 
produced.  Both  have 
HI  a  special  interest,  be- 
-  sides  the  interest  of 
lij  comparison  which 
■  f  belongs  to  all  the 
Ji  series  :  the  first,  as  a 
_  ;jj  portrait  of  the  poet, 

IMayaUj  Regent  Street,  by  OnC  of  thc  bcSt 

artists  of  that  day,  at 
an  age  when  his  first  volume — tiny,  but  of 
dazzling  promise — had  just  been  given  to 
the  world  ;  and  th-e  second,  as  that  which 
Lord  Tennyson  regards  as  the  best  portrait 
of  himself  in  later  lifco 


PROF.  BLACKIE. 

Born  1809. 

E  are  indebt¬ 
ed  to  the 
kindness 
of  Profes¬ 
sor  Blackie 
for  three 
portraits  of  himself  at 
widely  different  ages. 
Three-quarters  of  a  cen¬ 
tury  is  so  vast  a  span  of 
human  life,  that  the  re¬ 
semblance  between  the 
charming  little  boy  of  five 
in  frills  and  the  grey  Pro¬ 
fessor  of  eighty,  who 
might  be  his  great-grand¬ 
father,  though  distinctly 
traceable,  may  not  at  first 
be  visible  to  all.  At  five 
years  old  John  Stuart 
Blackie  was,  we  may 
assume,  most  interested 
in  tops  and  pop-guns  ;  at 
forty-five  he  was  a  Uni¬ 
versity  Professor,  and  j  ast 
returning  from  his  tour 
to  Athens,  which  was  the 
origin  of  his  well-known 
advocacy  of  the  study  of 
modern  Greek  ;  at  eighty 
he  was — as  he  still  is,  and 
as  we  trust  he  may  long 
be — at  once  the  most 
learned  and  the  most  pop¬ 
ular  of  living  Scotchmen. 


From  a  Fhotograph  hj]  age  8o,  [Jfeasj-*.  Elliott  f  Fry, 
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AGE  21, 


AGE  30, 


AGE  54. 


AGE  36 


THE  REV.  C.  H.  SPURGEONS 
Born  1834. 

OST  men  born  to  be  great 
preachers  have,  at  the  age  of 
twenty-one,  not  yet  attempted 
their  first  sermon.  Four  years 
before  that  age  Mr.  Spurgeon, 
“  the  boy  preacher,”  was 
speaking  every  Sunday  to  a  crowd  which 
overflowed  the  chapel  doors  and  mobbed 
the  very  windows.  Before  1855 — the  date 
of  our  first  portrait — he  had  been  called  to 
London,  and  was  drawing  such  a  throng  to 
the  chapel  in  New  Park-street,  that  the 
building  had  speedily  to  be  enlarged  That 


year  was  also  memorable  for  another  reason  ; 
in  January  Mr.  Spurgeon  issued  the  first 
sermon  of  the  unexampled  series  which  was 
to  run  without  an  interruption,  week  by 
week,  for  five-and-thirty  years.  Long 
before  the  date  of  our  second  portrait,  the 
New  Park-street  chapel,  in  spite  of  its 
enlargement,  had  become  too  small  to 
hold  the  congregation.  The  Metropolitan 
Tabernacle  was  erected,  and  from  that  time 
down  to  this  has  been  crowded  every 
Sunday  to  the  doors. 

For  leave  to  reproduce  the  portraits  above 
given,  our  thanks  are  due  alike  to  Mr. 
Spurgeon,  and  to  Messrs.  Passmore  & 
Alabaster,  to  whom  the  copyright  belongs. 
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From  a  Photo.  &2/] 


AGE  1 8. 


r  Window  ^  Grove. 


From  a  Photo,  by']  _^ge  28.  [Windoiv  ^  Grove. 

MISS  ELLEN  TERRY. 

HERE  is  an  old  wives’  saying, 
that  pretty  children  often 
grow  up  plain,  and  vice  versa  ; 
but,  as  our  readers  may  de¬ 
termine  for  themselves.  Miss 
Ellen  Terry  has  been  always 
charming.  And  she  has  always  been  an 
actress.  At  the  age  of  eight,  as  our  first 
portrait  shows  her,  she  was  playing  as  the 
child  Mamilliiis  in  the  “  The  Winter’s 
Tale,”  with  Charles  Kean’s  company,  at 
the  Princess’s,  and  was  already  giving  pro¬ 
mise  of  the  mingled  power  and  charm  which 


From  a  Photo,  by] 


PRESENT  DAY. 


\_Window  4"  Grove. 


perhaps  have  never  been  more  fully  mani¬ 
fest  than  in  the  part  of  Lucy  Ashton.^  which 
all  London  is  now  crowding  the  Lyceum 
to  see. 

Eor  all  the  photographs  here  repro¬ 
duced  we  have  to  thank  the  kindness  of 
Miss  Terry. 
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HENRY  IRVING. 


From  a  Photograph  ly] 


AGE  42. 


[Mr.  S.  A.  Walker. 


Born  1838. 

R.  IRVING 
wearing  a  mous¬ 
tache  presents 
an  unfamiliar 
aspect ;  but  such 
was  his  appearance  when,  in 
1867,  he  had  just  made  his  great  success  in 
“  Hunted  Down,”  at  Manchester.  The  year 
after,  Mr.  Irving  deprived  himself  of  his 
moustache  in  order  to  play  Dorincoiirt  in 
“  The  Belle’s  Stratagem,”  and  appeared  as 
in  our  second  portrait — which,  however,  he 
assures  us,  is  a  shade  too  plump  to  be  his 
accurate  presentment.  Ten  years  later. 


when  Mr.  Irving  was  preparing  to  amaze 
the  world  as  Hamlet^  at  the  Lyceum, 
his  features  had  assumed  the  well-known 
aspect  which  they  wear  in  our  third  por¬ 
trait,  and  which  is  still  more  visible  in  the 
last  of  the  series,  which  has  been  selected  as 
one  of  Mr.  Irving’s  favourites  among  the 
stock  of  photographs  which  he  has  very 
kindly  placed  at  our  disposal. 


From  a]  AGE  39.  [Photograph. 


From 


a  Photograph  hy'\  AGE  29.  [Messrs.  Walker  Sf  Sons.  From  a  Photograph  hy']  AGE  30.  [Messrs.  Lock  ^  Whitfield. 
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From  a  Photograph  by']  age  52.  [Messrs.  Elliott  <§•  Fry, 


Born  1837 

r  has  been  said  that 
every  poet  destined 
to  become  famous  has 
written  a  great  poem  before 
five-and-twenty.  Mr.  Swin¬ 
burne  is,  however,  an  excep¬ 
tion  to  this  rule.  He  was  seven-and-twenty 
when,  1864,  he  published  “  Atalanta  in 
Calydon,”  his  first  great  work,  and  the 
finest  imitation  of  a  Greek  play  ever 
written.  Two  years  later,  the  first  series  of 
“  Poems  and  Ballads  ”  proved  conclusively 
that  the  new  singer  who  had  arisen  must 
be  classed  with  Shelley  at  the  head  of  all  the 


lyric  bards  of  England.  Mr.  Swinburne’s 
appearance  at  that  time  is  given  in  the 
first  of  our  two  portraits,  which  is  said  by 
those  who  knew  him  to  be  an  admirable 
likeness. 

Nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  has  since 
elapsed,  and  it  is  interesting  to  notice  how 
the  course  of  years,  which  has  failed  to  tame 
the  fiery  vigour  of  his  verse,  has  wrought 
the  younger  aspect  of  the  poet  into  the 
older  and  still  finer  one. 
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From  a  Photograph  by]  5^.  [Messrs.  KUiott  Fry 


SIR  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  BART. 
Born  1834. 

IR  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  at 
nineteen,  was  already  show¬ 
ing,  in  his  father’s  bank  in 
Lombard-street,  the  remark¬ 
able  capacity  for  business 
which  he  combines  beyond 
example  with  pre-eminence  in  literature 
and  science.  At  twenty-eight,  the  age  at 
which  our  second  portrait  represents  him, 
he  was  already  meditating  his  great  work 
on  “  Prehistoric  Times  — a  book  which  has 


been  translated  into  all  the  leading  languages, 
and  to  which  the  writer  chiefly  owes  his 
fame.  Sir  John  Lubbock’s  mind,  as  is 
well  known,  is  of  the  enviable  kind  which 
can  find  its  interests  alike  in  the  great  and 
in  the  little,  in  the  past  and  in  the  present 
— which  can  pass  from  the  wigwam  of  a 
prehistoric  savage  to  the  London  of  to-day, 
and  turn  with  equal  gusto  from  canoes 
to  County  Councils,  and  from  banks  to 
bees. 

Our  portraits  are  reproduced  from  photo¬ 
graphs  kindly  lent  by  Sir  John  Lubbock 
for  the  purpose 
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From  a  PhotograpK\ 

H.  RIDER  HAGGARD. 

Born  1856. 

r  is  not  often  possible 
present  a  portrait  of  a  well- 
known  writer  taken  in  his 
nursery  days  ;  but  in  the  case 
of  Mr.  Rider  Haggard,  he 
has  obligingly  enabled  us  to 
do  so,  as  well  as  to  reproduce  a  portrait 
of  himself  when,  as  a  boy  of  seven,  he  was 
probably  about  to  quit  the  nursery  for  the 
schoolroom.  The  third  portrait  of  the 
series  represents  him  when,  at  nineteen,  as 
secretary  to  Sir  Henry  Bulwer,  he  was  about 


From  a  Fhotograpli] 


AGE  34. 


\hy  Mr.  A.  J.  Melhuish. 


to  pay  a  lengthy  visit  to  Natal — there  to 
acquire  the  thorough  familiarity  with  the 
scenery  and  the  people  of  South  Africa, 
which  he  was  afterwards  to  turn  to  excellent 
account,  especially  in  “  Jess.”  Our  final 
portrait,  which  is  taken  from  a  recent 
photograph,  represents  him  as  he  ^s  at 
present,  when  he  has  proved  himself  the 
best  romantic  writer  of  the  day. 


A  Fair  Smuggler. 

FROM  THE  RUSSIAN  OF  MICHAEI.  LERMONTOFF. 


[Michael  LermonTOFF  was  born  at  Moscow  in  the  year  1814.  His  father  was  an  officer  on  active 
service  ;  and,  his  mother  having  died  while  he  was  still  in  petticoats,  he  was  brought  up  by  his  grandmother, 
a  rich  old  lad}',  who  had  a  pretty  house  at  the  village  of  Tarkhanui.  Michael,  who  was  in  temperament  a 
kind  of  Russian  Hotspur,  and  who  was  petted  and  spoilt  at  home,  was  sent  in  due  course  to  the  University, 
where  he  picked  a  quarrel  with  a  bullying  tutor,  and  was  speedily  expelled.  Then  he  entered  the  Military 
College  at  St.  Petersburg,  and  obtained  a  commission  in  the  Horse  Guards.  His  bitter  wit  and  biting  tongue 
involved  him  in  perpetual  duels.  His  genius  was  still  sleeping  ;  but  the  sound  of  the  pistol  which  killed 
Pushkin  awoke  it  suddenly  to  life,  Pushkin’s  works  had  long  been  his  delight  ;  and,  indeed,  their  characters 
had  much  in  common — though  in  appearance,  with  his  tall  and  powerful  figure,  his  fair  and  waving  hair,  his 
large  blue  eyes  and  chiselled  mouth,  Lermontoff  was  exactly  the  reverse  of  the  dusky  little  gipsy-looking 
Pushkin,  tiis  fate  also  was  to  be  the  same.  In  a  piece  of  fiery  verse  he  called  upon  the  Czar  to  avenge  the 
death  of  the  great  poet.  The  poem  was  regardeci  by  the  Czar  as  an  impertinence,  and  Lermontoff  was 
banished  to  the  Caucasus.  The  wild  and  savage  mountains  suited  well  his  fiery  temper,  and  he  became  “  the 
poet  of  the  Caucasus,”  the  singer  of  the  lives,  the  legends,  and  the  adventures  of  the  stern  and  rocky 
mountaineers.  He  wrote  also  one  prose  work,  “A  Hero  of  our  Times,”  from  which  we  take  the  present  story. 
Something  in  the  book  involved  him  in  a  duel — the  last  he  was  to  fight,  though  he  was  only  twenty-seven. 
As  the  challenged  party,  he  possessed  the  choice  of  weapons  and  the  mode  of  fighting  ;  and  he  chose  to 
fight  with  pistols  on  the  margin  of  a  precipice,  so  that,  if  either  of  the  rivals  staggered  from  a  wound,  he  must 
infallibly  fall  over  and  be  dashed  to  pieces.  This  strange  encounter  actually  took  place ;  and  Lermontoff, 
struck  by  his  opponent’s  bullet,  reeled,  and  fell  back  into  the  terrible  abyss.] 


AM  AN  is  the  most 
wretched  of  all 
our  maritime 
towns.  I  almost 
died  of  hunger 
there,  besides  be¬ 
ing  nearly  drowned. 

I  arrived  very  late  at  night 
in  a  wretched  telega.  The 
coachman  stopped  his  tired 
horses  close  to  a  stone  build¬ 
ing,  which  stands  by  itself  at 
the  entrance  to  the  town.  A 
Black  Sea  Cossack,  who  was 
on  guard,  heard  the  bells  of 
my  carriage,  and  cried  out,  with 
the  sharp  accent  of  a  person 
suddenly  waked  up,  “  Who  goes 
there  ?  ” 

Out  came  the  sergeant  and 
corporal.  I  told  them  I  was  an 
officer,  travelling  by  order  of 
the  Crown,  and  that  I  wanted 
a  billet  somewhere. 

The  corporal  took  us  into 
the  town.  All  the  houses  we 
tried  were  already  occupied. 
The  weather  was  cold  ;  I  had 
been  three  nights  without  sleep. 
I  was  very  tired,  and  our  use¬ 
less  inquiries  ended  by  irritat¬ 
ing  me. 

“  My  friend,”  I  said  to  the 
corporal,  “  take  me  to  some 
place  where  I  can  at  least  lie 
down,  no  matter  where  it  is.” 
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I  know  a  hut  in  the  neighboiirliood,” 
replied  the  eorporal,  “  where  you  might 
sleep  ;  hut  I  am  afraid  it  would  scarcely 
suit  your  honour.” 

“  Go  oil,”  I  said,  paying  no  attention  to 
his  observation. 

After  much  walking  through  dirty  little 
streets,  we  at  last  reached  a  sort  of  cabin  on 
the  edge  of  the  sea. 

The  full  moon  cast  its  light  on  the 
thatched  roof  and  the  white  walls  of  my 
proposed  habitation.  In  the  court,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  sort  of  palisade,  I  saw  a 
hut,  older  and  more  broken  down  than  the 
principal  one.  From  this  hut  the  ground 
sloped  rapidly  through  the  court  down 
towards  the  sea,  and  I  saw  at  my  feet  the 
foam  of  the  troubled  waters.  The  moon 
seemed  to  be  contemplating  the  restless 
element,  which  was  undergoing  her  in¬ 
fluence.  By  the  rays  of  the  ruler  of  the 
night,  I  could  make  out,  at  a  consider¬ 
able  distance  from  the  shore,  two  ships, 
whose  black  sails  stood  out  like  spiders’ 
webs  against  the  dull  tints  of  the  sky. 
‘‘This  will  do,”  I  said  to  myself,  “to¬ 
morrow  morning  I  shall  start  for 
Ghelendchik.” 

A  Cossack  of  the  line  was  acting  as  my 
servant.  I  told  him  to  take  out  my  trunk 
and  send  away  the  postilion  ;  after  which  I 
called  the  master  of  the  house.  I  could 
get  no  answer.  I  knocked,  but  there  was 
still  no  reply.  What  could  it  mean  ?  I 
knocked  again,  and  at  last  a  boy  of  about 
fourteen  showed  himself. 

“  Where’s  the  master  of  the  house  ?  ” 

“  There  is  none,”  returned  the  child,  in 
the  dialect  of  Little  Russia. 

“  No  master  !  then  where  is  the  mis¬ 
tress  ?  ” 

“  Gone  into  the  village.” 

“  Who  Avill  open  the  door  then  ?  ”  I  cried, 
at  the  same  time 
kicking  at  it. 

The  door  opened 
of  itself,  and  out 
came  a  wave  of  damp 
steam. 

I  struck  a  match, 
and  saw  by  its  light 
a  blind  boy,  stand¬ 
ing  motionless  before 
me. 

I  must  here  say 
that  I  am  strongly 
prejudiced  against 
the  blind,  the  deaf, 
the  lame,  the  hunch¬ 


backed  ;  in  short,  against  the  deformed 
in  general.  I  have  remarked  that  there 
is  always  a  singular  correspondence  be¬ 
tween  the  physical  formation  of  a  man 
and  his  moral  nature  ;  as  though  by  the 
loss  of  a  member  the  individual  lost  certain 
faculties  of  the  soul. 

I  examined  the  child’s  face  ;  but  what  can 
one  make  of  a  physiognomy  without  eyes  ? 
I  looked  at  him  for  some  time,  with  a  feel¬ 
ing  of  compassion,  when  suddenly  I  saw  on 
his  lips  a  cunning  smile,  Avhich  produced 
upon  me  a  very  disagreeable  impression. 
“  Could  this  blind  boy  be  not  so  blind  as  he 
appeared  ?  ”  I  said  to  myself.  Answering 
my  own  question  I  said  that  the  boy  was 
evidently  suffering  from  cataract,  and  that 
the  appearance  of  cataract  cannot  be 
simulated.  Why,  moreover,  should  he 
affect  blindness  ?  Yet  in  spite  of  my 
argument  I  still  remained  vaguelv  sus¬ 
picious. 

“  Is  the  mistress  of  the  cabin  your 
mother  ?  ”  I  said  to  the  boy. 

“  No.” 

“  Who  are  you,  then  ?  ” 

“  A  poor  or¬ 
phan,”  he  re¬ 
plied. 

“  Has  the  mis¬ 
tress  any  chil¬ 
dren  ?  ” 

“  She  has  one 
daughter,  who 
has  gone  to  sea 
with  a  Tartar.”- 

“What  Tar¬ 
tar  ?  ” 

“How  do  I 
know  ?  A  Tar¬ 
tar  of  the  Cri¬ 
mea,  a  boatman 


from  Kertch.” 


‘the  WOi\IAN  TRIED  TO  PIERCE  THE  DARKNESS." 


A  FAIR  SMUGGLER. 


51 


I  went  into  the  hut.  Two  benches,  a 
table,  and  a  large  wardrobe,  placed  near 
the  stove,  composed  the  whole  of  the 
furniture.  No  holy  image  against  the  wall 
— bad  sign  ! 

The  sea-breeze  came  in  through  the 
broken  panes  of  the  window.  I  took  a 
wax  candle  from  my  portmanteau,  and 
after  lighting  it  prepared  to  install  myself. 
I  placed  on  one  side  my  sabre  and  my 
carbine,  laid  my  pistols  on  the  table, 
stretched  myself  out 
on  a  bench,  and, 
wrapping  myself  up 
in  my  fur-lined  coat, 
lay  down. 

My  Cossack  took 
possession  of  the 
other  bench.  Ten 
minutes  afterwards 
he  was  fast  asleep  ; 

I,  however,  was  still 
awake,  and  could 
not  drive  from  my 
mind  the  impression 
made  upon  me  by 
the  boy,  with  his 
two  white  eyes. 

An  hour  passed. 

Through  the  win¬ 
dow  fell  upon  the 
floor  the  fantastic 
light  of  the  moon. 

Suddenly  a 
shadow  was  cast, 
where  before  there 
had  been  bright 
light.  I  sprang  up, 
and  went  to  the 
window.  A  human 
figure  passed  once 
more,  and  then  dis¬ 
appeared  —  heaven 
knows  where.  I 
could  scarcely  be¬ 
lieve  that  it  had 
escaped  the  slope 
into  the  sea  ;  yet  there  was  no  other 
issue. 

Throwing  on  my  overcoat,  and  taking 
my  sabre,  I  went  out  of  the  cabin,  and  saw 
the  blind  boy  before  me.  I  concealed  my¬ 
self  behind  the  wall,  and  he  passed  on  con¬ 
fidently,  but  with  a  certain  cautiousness. 
He  was  carrying  something  under  his  arm, 
and  advanced  slowly  down  the  slope  towards 
the  sea.  “This  is  the  hour,”  I  said  to  my¬ 
self,  “  in  which  speech  is  restored  to  the 
dumb  and  sight  to  the  blind.” 


I  followed  him  at  some  distance,  anxious 
not  to  lose  sight  of  him. 

During  this  time  the  moon  became 
covered  Avith  clouds,  and  a  black  fog  rose 
over  the  sea.  It  Avas  just  possible  to  dis¬ 
tinguish  in  the  darkness  a  lantern  on  the 
mast  of  a  ship  at  anchor,  close  to  the  shore. 
The  Avaves  Avere  rolling  in,  and  threatened, 
if  he  continued  to  adA^ance,  to  SAvalloAV  up 
my  blind  adventurer.  He  AA^as  noAV  so  near 
the  sea,  that  AAoth  another  step  he  AA^ould  be 

lost.  But  this  AA^as 
not  the  first  of  his 
nocturnal  expedi¬ 
tions  ;  so  at  least  I 
concluded  from  the 
agility  AAuth  Avhich 
he  noAV  sprang  from 
rock  to  rock,  Avhile 
the  sea  poured  in 
beneath  his  feet. 
Suddenly  he  stopped 
as  though  he  had 
heard  some  noise, 
sat  doAvn  upon  a 
rock,  and  placed  his 
burden  by  his  side. 
He  AA^as  noAv  joined 
by  a  Avhite  figure 
Avalking  along  the 
shore.  I  had  con¬ 
cealed  myself  be¬ 
hind  one  of  the 
rocks,  and  overheard 
the  folloAving  con- 
A^ersation. 

“The  AAund,”  said 
a  Avoman’s  voice,  “  is 
very  violent  ;  Janko 
AAoll  not  come.” 

“  Janko,”  replied 
the  blind  boy,  “Jan¬ 
ko  is  not  afraid  of 
the  Avind.” 

“  But  the  clouds 
get  thicker  and 
thicker.” 

“In  the  darkness  it  is  easier  to  escape 
the  coast-guard.” 

“  And  Avhat  if  he  gets  droAvned  ?  ” 

“You  Avill  have  no  more  bright  ribbons 
to  Avear  on  Sunday.” 

As  I  listened  to  this  colloquy,  I  remarked 
that  the  blind  boy,  who  had  spoken  to  me 
in  the  Little  Russian  dialect,  talked  quite 
correctly  the  true  Russian  language. 

“You  see,”  he  continued,  clapping  his 
hands,  “  I  Avas  right.  Janko  fears  neither 
the  sea,  nor  the  Avind,  nor  the  fog,  nor  the 
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coast-guard.  Listen  !  It  is  not  the  break¬ 
ing  of  the  waves  I  hear.  No,  it  is  the  noise 
of  his  oars.” 

The  woman  got  up,  and,  with  an 
anxious  look,  tried  to  pierce  the  darkness. 
“You  are  wrong,”  she  said,  “I  hear 
nothing.” 

I  also  tried  to  see  whether  there  was  not 
some  sort  of  craft  in  the  distance,  but  could 
distinguish  nothing.  A  moment  later,  how¬ 
ever,  a  black  speck  showed  itself  among  the 
waves,  now  rising,  now  falling.  At  last  I 
could  make  out  the  form  of  a  boat  dancing 
on  the  waters,  and  rapidly  approaching  the 
shore. 

The  man  who  was  guiding  it  must  have 
been  a  bold  sailor  to  cross  on  such  a  night 
an  arm  of  the  sea  some  fourteen  miles 
across,  and  must  have  had  good  reasons  for 
braving  so  much  danger.  I  watched  the 
frail  little  craft  which  was  now  diving  and 
plunging  like  a  duck  through  the  breakers. 
It  seemed  as  though  she  must  the  next 
moment  be  dashed  to  pieces  on  the  shore, 
when  suddenly  the  skilful  rower  turned  into 
a  little  bay,  and  there,  in  comparatively  calm 
water,  effected  a  landing. 

The  man  was  of  middle  height,  and 
wore  on  his  head  a  cap  of  black  sheep¬ 
skin.  He  made  a  sign  with  his  hand, 
when  the  two  mysterious  persons  who 
had  been  talking  together,  joined  him. 
Then  the  three  united  their  forces  to  drag 
from  the  boat  a  burden  which  seemed  to  be 
so  heavy,  that  I  cannot  even  now  under¬ 
stand  how  so  slight  a  craft  could  have  sup¬ 
ported  such  a  weight.  They  at  last  hoisted 
the  cargo  on  their  shoulders,  then  walked 
away  and  soon  disappeared. 

The  best  thing  for  me  to  do  now  was  to 
return  to  my  resting-place.  But  the  strange 
scene  I  had  witnessed  had  so  struck  me  that 
I  waited  impatiently  for  daybreak. 

My  Cossaek  was  much  surprised  when, 
on  waking  up,  he  found  me  fully  dressed. 
I  said  nothing  to  him  about  my  nocturnal 
excursion.  I  remained  for  some  little  time 
looking  through  the  window  with  admira¬ 
tion  at  the  blue  sky,  studded  rvith  little 
clouds,  and  the  distant  shore,  the  Crimea, 
stretched  along  the  horizon  like  a  streak 
of  violet,  ending  in  a  rock,  above  which 
could  be  seen  the  tower  of  a  lighthouse. 
Then  I  went  out,  and  walked  to  the  fort  of 
Chanagora  to  ask  the  commandant  when 
I  could  go  to  Ghelendchik. 

Unfortunately  the  commandant  could 
give  me  no  positive  answer  ;  the  only 
vessels  in  port  were  stationary  ones,  and 


trading  ships  which  had  not  yet  taken 
in  their  cargo.  “  Perhaps,”  he  said, 
“  in  three  or  four  days  a  mail  packet 
will  come  in,  and  then  something  can  be 
arranged.” 

I  went  back  in  a  very  bad  humour  to  my 
lodging.  At  the  door  stood  the  Cossack, 
who,  coming  towards  me  with  rather  a 
scared  look,  said  inquiringly  : — 

“  Bad  news  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  I  answered.  “Heaven  knows 
when  we  shall  get  away  from  here.” 

At  these  words  the  anxiety  of  the  soldier 
seemed  to  increase.  He  came  close  to  me, 
and  murmured,  in  a  low  voice  : — 

“  This  is  not  a  place  to  stop  at.  I  miet 
just  now  a  Black  Sea  Cossack  of  my  ac¬ 
quaintance — we  were  serving  in  the  same 
detachment  last  vear.  When  I  told  him 
where  we  had  put  up  :  ‘  Bad  place,’  he 
said  ;  ‘bad  people.’  And  what  do  you  think 
of  that  blind  boy  ?  Did  anyone  ever  before 
see  a  blind  person  running  about  from  one 
place  to  another  ;  going  to  the  bazaar, 
bringing  in  bread  and  Avater  ?  Here  they 
seem  to  think  nothing  of  it.” 

“  Has  the  mistress  of  the  place  come 
in?” 

“  This  morning,  Avhile  you  Avere  out,  an 
old  Avoman  came  AAuth  her  daughter.” 

“  What  daughter  ?  Her  daughter  is 
aAA^ay.” 

“  I  don’t  knoAV  aaAo  it  is,  then.  But  look, 
there  is  the  old  Avoman  sitting  doAvn  in  the 
cabin.” 

I  AA^ent  in.  A  good  fire  AA^as  shining  in 
the  stove,  and  a  breakfast  Avas  being  pre¬ 
pared,  Avhich,  for  such  poor  people,  seemed 
to  me  rather  a  luxurious  one.  When  I 
spoke  to  the  old  Avoman,  she  told  me  that 
she  Avas  stone  deaf. 

It  Avas  impossible,  then,  to  talk  AAUth  her. 
I  turned  to  the  blind  boy,  and,  taking  him 
by  the  ear,  said  : — 

“  I  say,  you  little  AAUzard,  AATere  Avere  you 
going  last  night  AAUth  that  parcel  under  your 
arm  ?  ” 

He  at  once  began  to  moan  and  cry,  and 
then  sobbed  out : 

“  Where  AA^as  I  going  last  night  ?  I  Avent 
noAvhere.  And  Avith  a  parcel  !  What 
parcel  ?  ” 

The  old  Avoman  noAv  proA^ed  that  her 
ears,  Avhen  she  so  desired  it,  AA'ere  by  no' 
means  closed. 

“  It  is  not  true,”  she  cried.  “  Why  do 
you  tease  an  unfortunate  boy  ?  What  do 
you  take  him  for  ?  What  harm  has  he  done 
you  ?  ” 
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I  could  stand  the  noise  no  longer.  So  I 
went  out,  determined  somehow  or  other  to 
find  the  solution  of  this  riddle. 

Wrapped  up  in  my  overcoat,  I  sat  down 
on  a  bench  before  the  door.  Before  me 
broke  the  waves  of  the  sea,  still  agitated  by 
the  tempest  of  the  night.  Their  monoto¬ 
nous  noise  seemed  to  resemble  the  confused 
murmurs  of  a  town.  As  I  listened  I  thought 
of  bygone  years — of  the  years  I  had  passed 
in  tire  north,  of  our  bright,  fresh  capital  ; 
and  little  by  little  I  became  absorbed  in  my 
recollections. 


nothing 

insanity. 


“  ON  THE  ROOF  OF  THE  CABIN  I  SAW  A  YOUNG  GIRL.” 

About  an  hour  passed,  perhaps  more. 
Suddenly  the  cadences  of  a  singing  voice 
struck  my  eai'  I  listened,  and  heard  a 


strange  melody,  now  slow  and  sad,  now 
rapid  and  lively.  The  sounds  seemed  to 
fall  from  the  sky.  I  looked  up,  and  on  the 
roof  of  the  cabin  I  saw  a  young  girl,  in  a 
straight  dress,  with  dishevelled  hair,  like  a 
naiad.  With  one  hand  placed  before  her 
eyes  to  keep  off  the  rays  of  the  sun,  she 
looked  toAvards  the  distant  horizon  and  still 
continued  her  song. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  this  was  the  woman 
Avhose  voice  I  had  heard  the  night  before 
on  the  sea-shore.  I  looked  again  towards 
the  singer,  but  she  had  disappeared.  A 
moment  after  she  passed  rapidly  before  me, 
singing  another  song  and  snapping  her 
fingers.  She  Avent  to  the  old  Avoman  and 
said  something  to  her.  The  old  Avoman 
seemed  annoyed.  The  young  girl  burst 
into  a  laugh.  Then,  Avith  a  bound,  she 
came  close  to  me,  suddenly  stopped  and 
looked  at  me  fixedly,  as  though  surprised 
to  see  me.  Then  turning  away  Avith  an 
air  of  indifference,  she  AA^alked  quietly  to- 
Avards  the  shore. 

But  her  manoeuvres  were  not  yet  at 
an  end.  All  the  rest  of  the  day  I  saAv  her 
at  short  intervals,  ahA^ays  singing  and 
dancing.  Strange  creature  !  There  Avas 
in  her  physiognomy  to  denote 
On  the  contrary,  her  eyes  Avere 
intelligent  and  penetrating.  They 
exercised  on  me  a  certain  mag¬ 
netic  influence,  and  seemed  to 
expect  a  question.  But  AATen- 
ever  I  AA’as  on  the  point  of  speak¬ 
ing  she  took  to  flight  AAuth  a  sly 
smile  on  her  lips, 

I  had  never  seen  such  a  Avoman 
before.  She  could  scarcely  be 
called  beautiful  ;  but  I  have  ray 
OAAm  ideas  on  the  subject  of 
beauty.  There  Avas  a  thorough¬ 
bred  look  about  her,  and  AAuth 
Avomen  as  Avith  horses,  there  is 
nothing  like  breed.  It  can  be 
recognised  chiefly  in  the  AA'alk 
and  in  the  shape  of  the  hands 
and  feet.  The  nose  is  also  an 
important  feature.  In  Russia 
regular  noses  are  more  rare  than 
little  feet.  My  siren  must  haA’^e 
been  about  eighteen  years  of  age. 

What  charmed  me  in  her  Avas 
the  extraordinary  suppleness  of 
her  figure,  the  singular  moA^e- 

long, 


ments  of  her  head,  and  her 
fair  hair,  hanging  doAAm  in  AA-aves  of  gold 
on  her  neck,  and  her  nose,  AAdiich  Avas 
perfectly  formed. 
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In  her  sidelong  glance  there  was  some¬ 
thing  dark  and  wild  ;  as  there  was  some¬ 
thing  fascinating  in  the  pure  lines  of  her 
nose.  The  light-hearted  singer  recalled 
to  me  the  Mignon  of  Goethe,  that  fan¬ 
tastic  creation  of  the  German  mind.  Be¬ 
tween  these  two  personages  there  was 
indeed  a  striking  resemblance.  The  same 
sudden  transitions  from  restless  agitation 


“  But  what  should  you  say  if  your  sing¬ 
ing  caused  unhappiness  ?  ” 

“  If  unhappiness  arrives  it  must  be 
borne.  And  from  grief  to  joy  the  distance 
is  not  great.” 

“  Who  taught  you  these  songs  ?  ” 

‘‘No  one  ;  I  dream  and  I  sing  ;  those 
who  understand  me  listen  to  me,  and  these 
who  do  not  listen  to  me  cannot  understand 


THEN  SHE  DISAPPEARED. 


to  perfect  calm  ;  the  same  enigmatic  words 
and  the  same  songs. 

Towards  the  evening  I  stopped  my 
Undine  at  the  door  of  the  hut,  and  said 
to  her : 

“  Tell  me,  my  pretty  one,  what  you 
Avere  doing  to-day  on  the  roof?  ” 

“  I  W3.S  seeing  in  AA^hat  direction  the 
AAund  bleAA^” 

“  Hoav  did  that  concern  you  ?  ” 

“  Whence  bloA\"s  the  Avind,  thence  comes 
happiness.” 

“  And  your  singing  Avas  to  bring  you 
good  fortune  ?  ” 

“  Where  singing  is  heard,  there  is 

joy.” 


“  What  is  your  name  ?  ” 

“  Ask  those  Avho  baptized  me.” 

“  And  aaTo  baptized  you  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  knoAV.” 

“Ah  !  you  are  very  mysterious  , 
but  I  knoAv  something  about 
you.” 

There  AA-as  no  sign  of  emotion 
on  her  face  ;  her  lips  did  not 
move. 

“  Last  night,”  I  continued, 
“^you  AA^ere  on  the  sea-shore.” 
Then  I  told  her  the  scene  I  had 
Avitnessed.  I  thought  this  AAmuld 
have  caused  her  to  evince  some 
symptom  of  anxiety,  but  it  had 
no  such  effect. 

“  You  assisted  at  a  curious 
intervicAA",”  she  said  to  me  Avitli 
a  laugh,  “but  you  do  not  knoAv 
much,  and  Avhat  you  do  knoAv 
you  had  better  keep  under  lock 
and  key,  as  you  Avould  keep  some 
precious  treasure.” 

“But  if,”  I  continued,  AAdth  a 
grave  and  almost  menacing  air, 
“  I  Avere  to  relate  AATat  I  saAv  to 
the  commandant  ?  ” 

At  these  Avords  she  darted 
aAvay,  singing,  and  disappeared 
like  a  frightened  bird.  I  'was 
Avrong  in  addressing  this  threat 
to  her.  At  the  moment  I  did 
not  understand  all  its  gravity. 

The  night  came.  I  told  my  Cossack  to 
prepare  the  tea  urn,  lighted  a  AA^ax  candle, 
and  sat  doAvn  at  the  table,  smoking  my  long 
pipe.  I  Avas  drinking  my  tea  Avhen  the 
door  opened,  and  I  heard  the  rustling  of  a 
dress.  I  rose  hastily  and  recognised  my 
siren. 

vShe  sat  doAAm  silently  before  me,  and 
fixed  me  Avith  a  look  Avhich  made  me  trem¬ 
ble  ;  one  of  those  magical  looks  AA^hich  had 
troubled  my  life  in  earlier  days.  She 
seemed  to  expect  wre  to  speak  to  her,  hut 
some  undefinable  emotion  deprived  me  of 
the  faculty  of  speech.  Her  countenance 
AA-as  as  pale  as  death.  In  this  paleness  I 
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thought  I  could  see  the  agitation  of 
her  heart.  Her  fingers  struck  mechani¬ 
cally  on  the  table  ;  her  body  seemed 
to  shudder  ;  her  bosom  rose  violently 
and  the  moment  afterwards  seemed  com¬ 
pressed. 

This  species  of  comedy  tired  me  at  last, 
and  I  was  about  to  bring  it  to  an  end,  in 
the  most  prosaic  manner,  by  offering  my 
fair  visitor  a  cup  of  tea  ;  when  suddenly 
she  rose,  and  taking  my  head  in  her 
hands,  gazed  at  me  with  all  the  appearance 
of  passionate  tenderness. 

A  cloud  covered  my  eyes, 
and  I  wished  in  my  turn 
to  kiss  her,  but  she  escaped 
like  a  snake,  murmuring  as 
she  did  so,  “  To-night,  when 
everything  is  quiet,  meet  me 
on  the  shore.”  Then  she 
disappeared,  upsetting  as 
she  did  so  my  tea-urn  and 
my  solitary  light. 

“  She  is  the  very  mis¬ 
chief  !  ”  cried  my  Cossack, 
who  had  been  looking  out 
for  his  share  of  the  tea. 

He  then  lay  down  on  his 
bench  ;  and  gradually  my 
agitation  subsided. 

‘‘  Listen,”  I  said  to  him. 

“  If  you  hear  a  pistol-shot, 
hurry  down  as  fast  as  you 
can  to  the  shore.” 

He  rubbed  his  03x5,  and 
replied  mechanical^,  ‘‘  Yes, 
sir.” 

I  placed  1113"  pistol  in  my 
belt,  and  went  out.  The 
siren  was  waiting  for  me  at 
the  top  of  the  path  leading 
down  to  the  sea,  lightly  clad 
in  a  stuff  which  clung  to  her 


the  bark,  I  followed  her,  and  off  we 
went. 

“  What  does  all  this  mean  ?  ”  I  said 
getting  angiy. 

“  It  means,”  she  replied,  making  me  sit 
down  on  a  bench,  and  putting  her  arms 
round  my  waist,  “  it  means  that  I  love  you.” 
Her  burning  cheek  was  close  to  mine,  and 
I  felt  her  hot  breath  on  my  face.  Suddenly 
I  heard  something  fall  into  the  water. 
Instinctively  my  hand  went  to  my  belt. 
The  pistol  was  no  longer  there  ! 


waist  like  a  scarf. 

”  Follow  me,”  she  said, 
taking  me  bv  the  hand. 

We  walked  down  the  rocky  path  in  such 
a  manner  that  I  cannot  understand  how  I 
failed  to  break  my  neck.  Then  we  turned 
sharply  to  the  right,  as  the  blind  boy  had 
done  the  night  before.  The  moon  was  not 
yet  up.  Two  little  stars,  like  the  fires  of 
lighthouses,  relieved  the  darkness.  The 
agitated  waves  lifted  and  let  fall  in  regular 
cadence  a  solitary  boat  close  to  the  shore. 

”  Get  in,”  she  said.  I  hesitated,  for  I 
confess  that  I  have  not  the  least  taste  for 
sentimental  excursions  on  the  sea.  But  it 
was  impossible  to  refuse.  She  leapt  into 


“  1  THREW  HER  INTO  THE  SEA.” 

A  horrible  suspicion  seized  me.  The 
blood  rushed  to  my  brain.  I  looked  at 
her.  We  \vere  far  from  the  shore  and  I 
could  not  swim.  1  tried  to  escape  from  her 
embrace,  but  she  clung  to  me  like  a  cat, 
and  almost  succeeded  by  a  sudden  jerk  in 
throwing  me  out  of  the  boat,  which  rvas 
already  on  one  side.  I  contrived,  hoAvever, 
to  restore  the  equilibrium  ;  and  then  began, 
between  my  perfidious  companion  and  my¬ 
self,  a  desperate  struggle,  in  which  I  em- 
plo3^ed  all  my  strength,  while  feeling  that 
the  abominable  creature  was  o^Trconling  me 
bv  her  agilit3c 
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“  What  do  you  mean  ?  ”  I  said  to  her, 
squeezing  her  little  hands  so  tightly  that  I 
heard  her  fingers  crack  ;  but  whatever  pain 
I  may  have  caused  her  she  did  not  utter  a 
word.  Her  reptile  nature  could  not  thus 
be  overcome. 

“  You  saw  us,”  she  cried  at  last.  “  You 
want  to  denounce  us.”  Then  by  a  rapid  and 
violent  effort  she  threw  me  down.  Her  body 
and  mine  were  noAv  bending  over  the  side  of 
the  frail  craft,  and  her  hair  was  in  the  water. 
The  moment  was  a  critical  one.  I  got  up 
on  my  knees,  took  her  with  one  hand  by 
the  hair,  with  the  other  by  the  throat,  and 
Avhen  I  had  at  last  compelled  her  to  un- 
clutch  my  clothes,  I  threAv  her  into  the 
sea. 

Twice  her  head  reappeared  above  the 
foaming  waves.  Then  I  saw  her  no  more. 

In  the  bottom  of  the  boat  I  found  an  old 
oar,  Avith  Avhich,  after  much  labour,  I 
succeeded  in  getting  to  the  shore.  As  I 
Avalked  back  to  the  hut  by  the  path  leading 
to  the  sea,  I  looked  tOAvards  the  place  Avhere 
the  night  before  the  blind  boy  had  been 
aAvaiting  the  arrival  of  the  sailor.  The 
moon  at  this  moment  AA^as  shining  in  the 
sky,  and  I  fancied  I  could  discern  on  the 
seashore  a  Avhite  figure.  Filled  Avith  curio¬ 
sity,  I  concealed  myself  behind  a  sort  of 
promontory,  from  Avhich  I  could  remark 
Avhat  Avas  going  on  around  me.  What  Avas 
my  surprise,  and  I  almost  say  my  joy,  Avhen 
I  saAv  that  the  Avhite  figure  AA^as  my  naiad  ? 
She  AA'^as  AAuinging  the  AA^ater  out  of  her  long, 
fair  locks,  and  her  AA^et  dress  clung  to  her 
body.  A  boat,  AAdrich  I  could  just  see  in 
the  distance,  AA^as  coming  tOAA^ards  us.  Out 
of  it  sprang  the  same  boatman  AAFom  I  had 
seen  the  night  before,  Avith  the  same  Tartar 
cap.  I  nOAV  saAV  that  his  hair  Avas  cut  in 
the  Cossack  fashion,  and  that  from  his 
girdle  hung  a  large  knife. 

”  Janko,”  cried  the  young  girl,  “  all  is 
lost.” 

Then  they  began  to  talk,  but  in  so  Iuaa^  a 
voice  that  I  could  not  hear  them. 

“  AVhere  is  the  blind  boy  ?  ”  said  Janko 
at  last,  raising  his  voice. 

”  He  Avill  be  here  soon,”  AA^as  the.ansAver. 

At  that  A^ery  moment  the  blind  boy 
appeared,  carrying  on  his  back  a  packet, 
which  he  placed  in  the  bark. 

“  Listen,”  said  Janko,  “  keep  a  good 
watch  here  ;  the  things  you  knoAV  are 
valuable.  Tell” — (here  a  name  Avas  uttered 


which  1  could  not  catch)  “  that  I  am  no 
longer  in  his  service.  Things  have  taken 
a  bad  turn.  He  Avill  see  me  no  more.  The 
situation  is  so  dangerous  that  I  must  get 
something  to  do  elscAvhere.  He  aaoII  not 
find  such  another  very  easily.  You 
mav  add  that,  if  he  had  reAvarded  more 
liberally  the  dangerous  services  rendered 
to  him,  Janko  Avould  not  have  left  him  in 
the  lurch.  If  he  Avants  to  knoAV  Avhere  to 
find  me — where  the  Avind  hoAvls,  Avhere  the 
sea  foams,  that  is  Avhere  I  am  at  home.” 

After  a  moment’s  silence,  Janko  Avent 
on  :  “  Say  she  accompanies  me.  She  can¬ 
not  remain  here.  Tell  the  old  Avoman  that 
she  has  done  her  time,  and  that  she  ought 
to  be  satisfied.  We  shall  not  see  her  again.” 

‘LTnd  I  ?  ”  murmured  the  blind  boy. 

“  I  cannot  be  troubled  about  you.” 

The  young  girl  leapt  into  the  boat,  and 
Avith  her  hand  made  a  sign  to  her  com¬ 
panion. 

“  Here,”  he  said  to  the  blind  boy,  “  that 
Avill  do  to  buy  a  gingerbread.” 

“  Nothing  more  ?  ”  replied  the  child. 

“  Yes,  take  this,”  and  a  piece  of  money 
fell  upon  the  sands. 

The  blind  boy  did  not  pick  it  up. 

Janko  took  his  place  in  the  boat.  The 
blind  boy  remained  sitting  doAvn  on  the 
seashore,  and  he  seemed  to  be  crying. 
Poor  felloAv  !  his  grief  afflicted  me.  Why 
had  fate  throAvn  me  in  the  midst  of  this 
peaceful  circle  of  smugglers  ?  As  a  stone 
troubles  the  Avater,  I  had  brought  disorder 
into  these  liA^es,  and  like  the  stone,  more- 
OA^er,  I  had  A^ery  nearly  sunk. 

When  I  got  back  to  the  cabin,  my  Cos¬ 
sack  Avas  so  fast  asleep  that  it  Avould  have 
been  cruel  to  disturb  him.  I  lighted  the 
candle,  and  saAV  that  my  little  box  con¬ 
taining  my  A'aluables,  my  sabre  Avith  sih^er 
f  mountings,  my  Circassian  dagger  (giA^en 
to  me  by  a  friend),  had  all  been  carried  off. 
I  noAV  understood  Avhat  the  packet  placed 
in  the  boat  by  the  blind  boy  must  liaA'e 
contained. 

I  AAmke  up  my  Cossack  Avith  a  bloAA',  re¬ 
proached  him  for  his  negligence,  and  fairly 
lost  my  temper.  But  my  anger  could  not 
make  me  find  AAfflat  I  had  lost. 

And  hoAV  could  I  complain  to  the  authori¬ 
ties  ?  Should  not  I  haA^e  been  laughed  at 
if  I  had  told  them  that  I  had  been  robbed 
by  a  blind  boy,  and  almost  droAvned  by  a 
young  girl  ? 


The  Maid  of  Treppi. 

From  the  Gpzrman  of  Paul  Heyse. 


[Paul  Heyse,  the  greatest  German  novelist  now  living,  was  born  in  1830,  at  Berlin.  His  father  was  a 
celebrated  scholar  and  professor  at  the  University  ;  and  he  himself,  while  still  a  student,  undertook  a  special 
tour  in  Italy  in  order  to  examine  manuscripts  in  the  libraries  of  Florence,  Rome,  and  Venice.  He  was  only 
twenty-four,  when  King  Maximilian  of  Bavaria  invited  him  to  Munich,  where  he  married  the  daughter  of  the 
eminent  art  critic,  Franz  Kugler,  and  where  he  has  ever  since  resided.  He  had  already  turned  from  the  dry 
bones  of  scholarship  to  the  more  congenial  task  of  writing  dramas,  poems,  and  romances.  Flis  short  stories — 
of  w'hich  “  The  Maid  of  Treppi  ”  is  an  excellent  example — are  his  best  achievements,  and  are  full  of  passion, 
character,  and  romantic  charm.] 


CHAPTER  I. 

N  the  summit  of  the  Apen¬ 
nines,  just  between  Tuscany 
and  the  northern  part  of  the 
States  of  the  Church,  there  lies 
a  solitary  little  village  called 
Treppi.  The  paths  that  lead 
up  to  it  are  not  fit  for  driving.  Some  miles 


the  road  for  the 


goes 


winding  through 


post  and 
the 


further  south 
“  vetturine  ” 

111  o  u  n  t  a  i  n  s  . 

None  but  the 
peasants  who 
have  to  deal 
with  the  shep¬ 
herds  pass  by 
Treppi  ;  occa¬ 
sionally,  too,  a 
painter  or  ped¬ 
estrian  anxious 
to  avoid  the 
highroad,  and  at 
night  the  smug¬ 
glers  with  their 
pack-mules,  who, 
better  than  any¬ 
one,  know  of 
wild  rocky  paths 
by  which  to 
reach  the  solitary 
little  A’illage  at 
Av  h  i  c  h  they 
make  but  a  short 
stay. 

It  Avas  toAvards 
the  middle  of 
October,  a  sea¬ 
son  AA’hen  up  in 
those  heights 
the  nights  are 
still  very  clear 
and  bright.  But 
after  the  burn¬ 
ing  hot  sun  of  the  day  in  question,  a  fine 
mist  rose  up  from  the  ravine,  and  spread 
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itself  sloAvly  over  the  bare  but  noble¬ 
looking  rocks  of  the  highland.  It  Avas 
about  nine  in  the  evening.  A  faint  light 
from  the  fires  Av^as  still  A'isible  in  the 
scattered  Ioav  stone  huts,  Avhich,  during  the 
day,  Avere  taken  care  of  by  the  oldest 
Avomen  and  the  youngest  children  only. 
The  shepherds  Avith  their  families  lay 
sleeping  round  the  hearths  Avhere  the  great 
kettles  Avere  SAvinging  ;  the  dogs  had 
stretched  themselves  amongst  the  ashes  ; 

one  sleepless  old 
g  r  a  n  d  m  o  t  h  e  r 
still  sat  upon  a 
heap  of  skins, 
mechanically 
moving  to  and 
fro  her  spindle, 
and  muttering  a 
prayer  or  rock¬ 
ing  a  restless 
child  in  its  cra¬ 
dle.  The  damp, 
autumnal  night 
breeze  came  in 
through  large 
crevices  in  the 
Avails,  and  the 
smoke  from  the 
expiring  flames 
on  the  hearth 
encountering  the 
mist  Avas  forced 
back  heavily  and 
thickly,  a,  n  d 
floated  beneath 
the  ceiling  of 
the  hut  Avithout 
seeming  to  in¬ 
convenience  the 
old  Av  o  m  a  n  . 
Presently  she, 
too,  slept  as  well 
as  she  could, 

but  with  Avide  open  eyes. 

In  one  house  alone  the  chvellers  Avere 
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still  stirring.  Like  the  other  houses  it 
had  only  one  storey,  hut  the  stones  were 
better  put  together,  the  door  was  broader 
and  higher,  and  adjoining  the  large  square 
formed  by  the  actual  dwelling  house  were 
various  sheds,  extra  rooms,  stables,  and  a 
well-built  brick  oven.  A  group  of  well- 
laden  horses  stood  before  the  door  ;  one  of 
the  farm  servants  Avas  just  removing  the 
empty  mangers,  Avhile  six  or  seven  armed 
men  emerged  from  the  house  into  the  fog 
and  began  hastily  getting  their  steeds 
ready.  A  very  ancient  dog,  lying  near  the 
door,  merely  Avagged  its  tail  at  their  depar¬ 
ture.  Then  he  raised  himself  Avearily  from 
the  ground  and  Avent  slowly  into  the  hut, 
Avhere  the  fire  Avas  still  burning  brightly. 

His  mistress  stood  by  the  hearth,  turned 
towards  the  fire  ;  her  stately  form  Avas 
motionless,  her  arms  hanging  loosely  at  her 
sides.  When  the  dog  gently  rubbed  his 
nose  in  her  hand,  she  turned  round  as 
though  startled  out  of  some  dream. 
“  Fuoco,”  she  said,  “poor  felloAV,  go  to 
bed,  you  are  ill  !  ”  The  dog  whined  and 
Avagged  its  tail  gratefully.  Then  he  crept 
on  to  an  old  skin  by  the  hearth,  and  lay 
doAvn  coughing  and  moaning. 

Meanwhile  a  few  menservants  had  come 
in  and  seated  themselves  round  the  large 
table  on  Avhich  stood  the  dishes  left  by  the 
departing  smugglers.  An  old  maid-servant 
filled  these  again  Avith  polenta  out  of  the 
big  kettle,  and  taking  her  spoon  sat  doAvn 
and  joined  the  others.  Not  a  Avord  Avas 
spoken  Avhilst  they  Avere  eating  ;  the  flames 
crackled,  the  dog  growled  hoarsely  in  his 
sleep,  the  grave  and  solemn  girl  sitting  on 
the  stone  slab  by  the  hearth  left  untouched 
the  little  dish  of  polenta  specially  put  there 
for  her  by  the  old  maid,  and  gazed  about  the 
room  buried  in  thought.  In  front  of  the 
door  the  fog  Avas  like  a  dense  white  wall. 
But  at  that  moment  the  half-moon  appeared, 
rising  above  the  edge  of  the  rock. 

Then  there  Avas  a  sound  of  horses’  hoofs 
and  footsteps  approaching  up  the  path. 
“  Pietro  !  ”  called  out  the  young  mistress  of 
the  house  in  quiet  but  admonishing  tones. 
A  tall  young  felloAv  immediately  got  up 
from  the  table  and  disappeared  into  the  fog. 

Steps  and  voices  Avere  heard  draAving 
nearer,  till  the  horse  stopped  at  the  door. 
After  a  pause,  three  men  appeared  in  the 
doorAA^ay  and  entered  Avith  a  brief  greeting. 
Pietro  AA^ent  up  to  the  girl  aaLo  Avas  gazing 
at  the  fire  Avithout  shoAving  the  slightest 
interest.  “  These  are  two  men  from  Por- 
retta,’’  he  said  to  her,  “  Avithout  any  Avares  ; 


they  are  conducting  a  gentleman  across  the 
mountains  ;  his  passport  is  not  quite  in 
order.” 

“  Nina  !  ”  called  the  girl.  The  old  maid¬ 
servant  got  up  and  Avent  across  to  the 
hearth. 

“  It  is  not  only  that  they  Avant  something 
to  eat,  Padrona,”  continued  the  man,  “can 
the  gentleman  have  a  bed  for  the  night  i 
He  does  not  Avish  to  go  further  before  day¬ 
break.” 

“  Get  ready  a  bed  of  straAV  for  him  in 
the  chamber.”  Pietro  nodded  and  Avent 
back  to  the  table. 

The  three  neAV  arrivals  had  seated  them¬ 
selves  Avithout  any  particular  attention  being 
paid  to  them  on  the  part  of  the  servants.  Tavo 
of  them  Avere  contrabandists,  Avell  armed, 
their  jackets  throAvn  carelessly  across  their 
shoulders,  and  hats  pushed  Avell  doAvn  over 
their  broAVS.  They  nodded  to  the  others 
as  though  they  Avere  old  acquaintances,  and 
leaving  a  good  space  betAveen  their  com¬ 
panion  and  themselves  they  crossed  them¬ 
selves  and  began  to  eat. 

The  traveller  aaTo  had  come  Avith  them 
ate  nothing.  He  remoA^ed  his  hat  from  a 
rather  high  forehead,  passed  his  hand 
through  his  hair,  and  let  his  eyes  survey 
the  place  and  company.  He  read  the  pious 
proverbs  traced  Avith  charcoal  on  the  Avails, 
looked  at  the  picture  of  the  Virgin  Avith  its 
little  lamp  in  the  corner,  the  hens  sleeping 
beside  it  on  their  perches,  then  at  the  heads 
of  maize  hanging  on  a  string  from  the 
ceiling,  at  a  shelf  AAuth  bottles,  and  jars,  and 
skins,  and  baskets,  all  heaped  up  together. 
At  last  his  eyes  Avere  attracted  by  the  girl  at 
the  hearth.  Her  dark  profile  stood  out 
clear  and  beautiful  against  the  flickering 
red  of  the  fire.  A  great  nest  of  black  plaits 
lay  loAv  on  her  neck,  and  her  joined  hands 
Avere  clasped  I'ound  one  knee,  Avhile  the 
other  foot  rested  on  the  rocky  floor  of  the 
room.  He  could  not  tell  hoAv  old  she  AA^as, 
but  he  could  see  from  her  manner  that  she 
Avas  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

“  HaA-e  you  any  Avine  in  the  house, 
Padrona  ?  ”  he  asked  at  last. 

Hardly  Avere  the  Avords  out  of  his  mouth 
before  the  girl  started  as  though  struck  by 
lightning,  and  stood  upright  on  the  hearth, 
leaning  Avith  both  arms  on  the  slab.  At 
the  same  moment  the  dog  Avoke  up  out  of 
his  sleep,  a  saA^age  groAvl  issuing  from  his 
Avheezing  chest.  Suddenly  the  stranger  saAV 
four  fiery  eyes  fixed  on  him. 

“May  one  not  ask  aaT ether  you  have 
any  Avine  in  the  house,  Padrona  ?  "  he 
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repeated.  The  last  word  was  still  unspoken 
when  the  dog,  in  quite  inexplicable  fury, 
rushed  at  him,  barking  loudly,  seized  his 
cloak  with  his  teeth,  and  tore  it  from  his 
shoulder,  and  would  have  flown  at  him 
again  if  his  mistress  had  not  promptly  called 
him  off. 

“  Down,  Fuoco,  down  !  Quiet !  Quiet  !  ” 
The  dog  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
whisking  his  tail  angrily,  and  keeping 
his  eye  on  the  stranger.  “  Shut  him  up  in 
the  stable,  Pietro  !  ’’  said  the  girl  in  an 
undertone.  She  still  stood  petrified  by 
the  hearth,  and  repeated  her  order,  seeing 
Pietro  hesitate.  For  many  years  the  old 
dog’s  nightly  resting  place  had  been  by  the 
fireside.  The  men  all  whispered  together 
as  the  dog  followed  most  reluctantly,  howl¬ 
ing  and  barking  terribly  outside  until  at 
last  he  seemed  to  stop  from  sheer  exhaustion. 

Meanwhile,  at  a  sign  from  her  mistress, 
the  maid  had  brought  in  the  wine.  The 
stranger  took  a  drink,  passing  on  the  goblet 


The  men  raised  their  hats  respectfully, 
and  got  up.  One  of  them  went  up  to  the 
hearth,  and  said  : — 

“  I  have  a  greeting  for  you,  Padrona, 
from  Costanzo  of  Bologna  ;  he  wants  to 
know  if  he  forgot  his  knife  here  last  Satur¬ 
day  ?  ” 

“No,”  she  answered  shortly  and  im¬ 
patiently. 

“  I  told  him  you  would  certainly  have 
sent  it  back  to  him  if  it  had  been  left  here. 
And  then —  ” 

“  Nina,”  interrupted  the  girl,  “  show  them 
the  way  to  their  room,  in  case  they  have 
forgotten  it.” 

The  maid  got  up  from  her  seat.  “  I  only 
wanted  to  tell  you,  Padrona,”  continued  the 
man  with  great  calmness  and  a  slight 


“have  you  any  wine  in  the  house,  tadrona?” 


to  his  companions,  and  meditated  in  silence 
on  the  very  extraordinary  scene  he  had  un¬ 
consciously  been  the  cause  of.  One  after 
another  the  men  laid  down  their  spoons, 
and  went  out  with  a  “  Good-night, 
Padrona  !  ”  At  last  the  three  were  left 
alone  with  the  hostess  and  the  old  maid. 

“  The  sun  rises  at  four  o’clock,”  said  one 
of  the  smugglers  in  an  undertone  to  the 
stranger.  “  Your  Excellency  need  not  rise 
any  earlier — we  shall  reach  Pistoja  in  good 
time.  Besides,  we  must  think  of  the  horse, 
which  must  have  six  hours’  rest.” 

“  Very  well,  my  friends.  Go  to  bed  !  ” 

“  We  will  waken  your  Excellency.” 

“Do  so  in  any' case,”  answered  the 
stranger,  “  although  the  Madonna  knows 
I  do  not  often  sleep  six  hours  at  a  stretch. 
Good-night,  Carlone  ;  good-night,  Master 
Baccio  !  ” 


blinking  of  the  eyes,  “  that  the  gentleman 
there  would  not  grudge  the  money  if  you 
give  liim  a  softer  bed  than  ^vhat  we  get. 
That  is  what  I  wanted  to  say,  Padrona,  and 
now  may  the  Madonna  give  you  a  good 
night.  Signora  Fenice  !  ” 

Thereupon  he  turned  to  his  companion, 
and  both  bowing  before  the  picture  in  the 
corner  they  crossed  themselves  and  left  the 
room  with  the  maid.  “  Good  night,  Nina  !  ” 
called  out  the  girl.  The  old  woman  turned 
on  the  threshold  and  made  a  sign  of  inquiry  ; 
then  quickly  and  obediently  closed  the 
door  after  her. 

Hardly  were  they  alone  before  Fenice 
took  up  a  brass  lamp  which  stood  by  the 
fireside  and  lit  it  hurriedty.  The  flames 
from  the  hearth  were  gradually  dying  out, 
and  the  three  little  red  flames  of  the  lamp 
only  sufficed  to  light  up  quite  a  small  por- 
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tion  of  the  large  room.  It  seemed  as  though 
the  darkness  had  made  the  stranger  sleepy, 
for  he  sat  at  the  table  with  his  head  bowed 
on  his  arms,  his  cloak  well  wrapped  round 
him,  as  if  he  intended  passing  the  night 
there.  Then  he  heard  his  name  called,  and 
looked  up.  The  lamp  was  burning  before 
him  on^  the  table,  and  opposite  stood  the 
young  hostess  who  had  called  him.  Her 
glance  met  his  with  the  utmost  firmness. 

“  Filippo,”  she  said,  “  do  you  not  know 
me  again  ?  ” 

For  a  short  time  he  gazed  inquiringly 
into  the  beautiful  face  which  glowed  partly 
from  the  rays  of  the  lamp  and  partly  from 
fear  as  to  what  would  be  the  answer  to  her 
question.  The  face  was  indeed  one  worthy 
to  be  remembered.  The  long  silky  eye¬ 
lashes  as  they  rose  and  fell  softened  the 
severity  of  the  forehead  and  delicately-cut 
nose.  The  mouth  was  rosy — red  in  freshest 
youth  ;  save  only  when  silent  there  was  a 
touch  of  mingled  grief,  resignation,  and 
fierceness  not  gainsayed  by  the  black  eyes 
above.  And  as  she  stood  there  by  the  table 
the  charm  of  her  figure,  and  especially  the 
beauty  of  her  head  and  neck,  were  plainly 
visible.  Still,  however,  after  some  con¬ 
sideration,  Filippo  merely  said  : 

“  I  really  do  not  know  you,  Padrona  !  ” 

“  It  is  impossible,”  she  answered  in  a 
strange  low  tone  of  certainty.  “You  have 
had  time  these  seven  years  to  keep  me  in  your 
memory.  It  is  a  long  time — long  enough 
for  a  picture  to  be  imprinted  on  the  mind.” 

It  was  only  then  that  the  strange  words 
seemed  fully  to  rouse  him  out  of  his  own 
thoughts. 

“  Indeed,  fair  maid,”  he  answered,  “  he 
who  for  sev^en  years  has  nothing  else  to  do 
but  think  of  one  fair  girl’s  face,  must  end 
at  last  in  knowing  it  by  heart.” 

“  Yes,”  she  said  meditatively,  “  that  is  it  ; 
that  is  just  what  you  used  to  say,  that  you 
would  Uiiiik  of  nothing  else.” 

Seven  years  ago  ?  I  was  a  gay  and 
merry  youth  seven  years  ago.  And  you 
seriously  believed  that  ?  ” 

She  nodded  gravely  three  times.  “  AVhy 
should  I  not  believe  it  ?  My  own  experience 
shows  me  that  you  were  right.” 

“  Child,”  he  said,  with  a  good-natured 
look  that  suited  his  decided  features,  “  lam 
very  sorry  for  that.  I  suppose  seven  years 
ago  I  thought  all  Avomen  knew  that  the 
tender  speeches  of  a  man  were  worth  about 
as  much  as  counters  in  a  game,  which  cer¬ 
tainly  can  be  exchanged  for  true  gold,  if 
expressly  settled  and  arranged  so. 


much  I  thought  of  all  you  women  seven 
years  ago  !  Now,  I  must  honestly  confess, 
I  seldom  think  of  you  at  all.  Dear  child, 
there  is  so  much  to  think  of  far  more 
important.” 

She  was  silent,  as  though  she  aid  not  un¬ 
derstand  it  all,  and  was  quietly  waiting 
till  he  should  say  something  that  really 
concerned  her. 

After  a  pause,  he  said  ;  “It  seems,  to 
dawn  upon  me  now  that  I  have  once  before 
wandered  through  this  part  of  the  mountain. 
I  might  possibly  have  recognised  the  vil¬ 
lage  and  this  house,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  fog.  Yes,  indeed,  it  was  certainly  seven 
years  ago  that  the  doctor  ordered  me  off  to 
the  mountains,  and  I,  like  a  fool,  used  to 
rush  up  and  down  the  steepest  paths.” 

“I  knew  it,”  she  said,  and  a  touching 
gleam  of  joy  spread  over  her  face.  “  I 
knew  well  you  could  not  have  forgotten 
it.  Why,  Fuoco,  the  dog,  has  not  forgotten 
it  and  his  old  hatred  of  you  in  those  bygone 
days — nor  I,  my  old  love.” 

She  said  this  with  so  much  firmness  and 
so  cheerfully,  that  he  looked  up  at  her, 
more  and  more  astonished. 

“  I  can  remember  now,”  he  said,  “  there 
was  a  girl  whom  I  met  once  on  the  summit 
of  the  Apennines,  and  she  took  me  home 
to  her  parents’  house.  Otherwise,  I  should 
have  been  obliged  to  spend  the  night  on  the 
cliffs.  I  remember,  too,  she  took  my 
fancy - ” 

“Yes,”  she  interrupted,  “  very  much.” 

“  But  I  did  not  suit  her.  I  had  a  long 
talk  with  her,  when  she  hardly  uttered  ten 
words.  And  when  I  at  last  sought  by  a 
kiss  to  unseal  her  lovely  sullen  little 
mouth — I  can  see  her  before  me  now — how 
she  darted  to  one  side  and  picked  up 
a  stone  in  each  hand,  so  that  I  hardly  got 
away  without  being  pelted.  If  you  are 
that  girl,  then,  how  can  you  speak  to  me  of 
your  old  love  ?  ” 

“I  was  only  fifteen  then,  Filippo,  and  I 
was  very  shy.  I  had  always  been  very 
defiant,  and  left  much  alone,  and  I  did  not 
know  how  to  express  myself.  And  then  I 
was  afraid  of  my  parents.  They  were  still 
living  then,  as  you  can  remember.  My 
father  owned  all  the  flocks  and  herds,  and 
this  inn  here.  There  are  not  many  changes 
since  then.  Only  that  he  is  no  longer  here 
to  look  after  it  all— may  his  soul  rest  in 
Paradise  !  But  I  felt  most  ashamed  before 
my  mother.  Do  you  remember  how  you 
sat  just  at  that  very  place  and  praised  the 
wine  that  we  had  got  from  Pistoja  ?  I  heard 
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no  more.  Mother  looked  at  me  sharply, 
and  I  went  outside  and  hid  myself  by  the 
window,  that  I  migdit  still  look  at  you.  You 
were  younger,  of  course,  but  not  any  hand¬ 
somer.  You  have  still  the  same  eyes  with 
Avhich  you  then  could  win  whomsoever  you 
would,  and  the  same  deep  voice  that  made 
the  dog  mad  with  jealousy,  poor  thing  ! 
Until  then  I  had  loved  him  alone.  He  felt 
that  I  loved  you  more  ;  he  felt  it  more  than 
you  did  yourself." 

“  Yes,”  he  said,  “  he  was  like  a  mad  crea¬ 
ture  that  night.  It  was  a  strange  night  ! 
You  had  certainly  captivated  me,  Fenice.  I 
know  I  could  not  rest  because  you  did  not 


come  back  to  the  house,  and  I  got  up  and 
went  to  look  for  you  outside.  I  saw  the 
white  kerchief  on  your  head  and  then 
nothing  more,  for  you  fled  into  the  room 
next  the  stable.  Even  now  I  feel  ashamed 
when  I  think  of  the  rage  I  was  in  as  I  went 
angrily  away  and  lay  the  whole  night 
through  in  one  long  dream  of  you.” 

“  I  sat  up  all  through  the  dark  night,” 
said  she.  “  Towards  morning  sleep  over¬ 
came  me,  and  when  at  last  I  started  up  and 
saw  the  sun  was  high — what  had  become  of 
you  ?  No  one  told  me,  and  I  dared  not  ask. 
I  felt  such  a  horror  and  dislike  of  seeing 
anyone,  just  as  though  they  had  killed  you 
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on  purpose  that  I  might  never  see  you 
again.  I  ran  right  away,  just  as  I  was,  up 
and  down  the  mountains,  sometimes  calling 
aloud  for  you  and  sometimes  abusing  you, 
for  I  knew  I  could  never  love  anyone 
again,  and  all  through  you.  At  last  I 
descended  to  the  plain  ;  then  I  took  fright 
and  went  home  again.  I  had  been  away 
two  days.  My  father  beat  me  when  I  got 
back,  and  mother  would  not  speak  to  me. 
Well,  they  knew  why  I  had  run  away. 
Fuoco  the  dog  had  been  away  with  me,  but 
whenever  in  my  solitude  I  called  aloud  for 
you,  he  always  howled.” 

There  ensued  a  pause  ;  the  eyes  of  each 
of  them  were  fastened  on  the  other.  Then 
Filippo  said  :  “  How  long  is  it  since  your 
parents  died  ?  ” 

“  Three  years.  They  both  died  in  the 
same  week — may  their  souls  rest  in  Para¬ 
dise  !  Then  I  went  to  Florence.” 

“  To  Florence  ?  ” 

‘‘  Yes.  You  had  told  me  you  came  from 
Florence.  Some  of  the  contrabandists  sent 
me  to  the  wife  of  the  ‘  caffetiere  ’  out  at 
San  Miniato.  I  lived  there  for  a  month, 
and  used  to  send  her  into  the  town  every 
day  to  ask  for  you.  In  the  evening  I  went 
down  to  the  town  myself  and  sought  you. 
At  last  we  heard  that  you  had  long  since 
gone  away,  but  no  one  quite  knew  where.” 

Filippo  got  up  and  paced  the  room  with 
long  strides.  Fenice  turned  and  followed 
him  with  her  eyes,  but  she  showed  no  signs 
of  such  emotion  as  he  in  his  restlessness 
evinced.  At  last  he  approached,  and  look¬ 
ing  at  her  for  a  little,  said,  “  And  wherefore 
do  you  confess  all  this  to  me,  my  poor 
child  ?  ” 

“  Because  I  have  had  seven  long  years  in 
which  to  summon  up  courage  to  do  it. 
Ah  !  if  only  I  had  confessed  it  to  you  then, 
this  cowardly  heart  of  mine  would  never 
have  caused  me  such  grief.  I  knew  you 
would  come  again,  Filippo,  but  I  did  not 
think  you  would  have  waited  so  long  ;  that 
grieved  me.  But  it  is  childish  of  me  to 
talk  like  this.  What  does  it  matter  now 
all  is  past  and  over  ?  Here  you  are,  Filippo, 
and  here  am  I  ;  and  I  am  yours  for  ever  and 
ever  !  ” 

“  Dear  child  !  ”  said  he  softly  ;  but  then 
was  silent  and  kept  back  the  words  tremb¬ 
ling  on  his  lips.  She,  however,  did  not 
notice  how  silent  and  absorbed  he  was  as 
he  stood  thus  before  her,  gazing  above  her 
head  at  the  wall  beyond.  She  went  on 
talking  quite  calmly  ;  it  was  as  though  her 
own  words  were  all  well  known  to  her,  as 
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if  she  had  thousands  of  times  pictured  to 
herself :  He  will  come  again,  and  then  I  will 
say  this  or  that  to  him. 

“  Many  have  wanted  to  marry  me,  both 
up  here  and  when  I  was  in  Florence.  But 
I  would  have  none  but  you.  When  any¬ 
one  asked  me,  and  made  sweet  speeches  to 
me,  at  once  I  seemed  to  hear  your  voice 
that  memorable  night — your  words,  sweeter 
far  than  any  words  ever  spoken  on  this 
earth.  For  many  years  now  they  have  let 
me  be  in  peace,  although  I  am  not  old 
or  ugly.  It  is  just  as  if  they  all 
knew  that  you  were  soon  to  come  again.” 
Then  continuing:  ^‘And  noAv,  whither 
will  you  take  me  ?  Will  you  stay  up  here  ? 


want  to  try  me,  Filippo  !  You  have  no 
wife.  The  gipsy  told  me  that,  too.  But 
she  could  not  tell  me  where  you  lived.” 

“  She  was  right,  Fenice,  I  have  no  wife. 
But  how  could  she  or  you  tell  that  I  ever 
intended  to  take  one  ?  ” 

“  How  could  you  not  want  to  take  me  ?  ” 
asked  she  in  unwavering  confidence. 

“Sit  down  here  beside  me,  .Fenice  I 
1  have  much  to  tell  you.  Give  me  your 
hand.  Promise  me  that  you  will  hear  me 
quietly  and  sensibly  to  the  end.” 

As  she  did  not  comply  with  his  request, 
he  continued  with  a  beating  heart,  standing 
erect  before  her  with  his  eyes  fixed 
on  her  sadly,  while  hers,  as  though  appre- 


But  no,  that  would  never  do  for  you. 
Since  I  have  been  to  Florence  I  know  that 
it  is  dull  up  in  the  mountains.  We  will 
sell  the  house  and  the  flocks,  and  then  I 
shall  be  rich.  I  have  had  enough  of  this 
wild  life  with  the  people  here.  At  Florence 
they  were  obliged  to  teach  me  everything 
that  was  proper  for  a  town  maiden  to  know, 
and  they  were  astonished  that  I  understood 
it  all  so  quickly.  To  be  sure,  I  had  not  much 
time,  and  all  my  dreams  told  me  that  it 
would  be  up  here  that  you  would  come  to  seek 
me.  I  have  consulted  a  fortune-teller  too, 
and  it  has  all  come  to  pass  as  she  said.” 

“  And  what  if  I  already  have  a  wife  ?  ” 

She  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  “  You 


hending  danger  to  her  life,  were  sometimes 
closed,  and  sometimes  roamed  restlessly 
about  the  room. 

“It  is  some  years  since  I  was  obliged 
to  flee  from  Florence,”  he  resumed.  “  You 
know,  it  was  just  the  time  of  those  political 
tumults,  and  they  lasted  a  long  time.  lam 
a  lawyer,  and  know  a  great  many  people, 
and  I  write  and  receive  a  quantity  of  letters 
throughout  the  year.  Besides,  I  was  inde¬ 
pendent,  proclaimed  my  opinion  when 
necessary,  and  was  hated  accordingly, 
although  I  never  took  part  in  any  of  their 
secret  plots  and  plans.  At  last  I  was 
obliged  to  leave  the  country  Avith  nothing 
in  prospect,  if  I  did  not  wish  to  be  iin- 
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prisoned,  and  go  through  endless  trials.  I 
went  to  Bologna,  and  lived  there  very 
quietly,  attended  to  my  own  business,  and 
saw  very  few  people,  least  of  all  any 
women  ;  for  nothing  now  is  left  of  the  mad 
youth  whose  heart  you  so  grievously 
wounded  seven  years  ago,  save  only  that 
my  head,  or  if  you  will,  my  heart, 
is  fit  to  burst  when  I  cannot  overcome  any 
difficulty  in  my  path.  You  may,  perhaps, 
have  heard  that  Bologna  is  in  an  unsettled 
state,  too,  latterly.  Men  of  high  position 
have  been  arrested,  and  amongst  them 
one  whose  life  and  habits  have  long  been 
knovm  to  me,  and  of  whom  I  knew  that  all 
such  things  were  foreign  to  his  mind.  My 
friend  asked  me  to  undertake  his  case,  and 
I  helped  him  to  liberty.  Hardly  was  this 
made  public,  when  one  day  a  wretched  in¬ 
dividual  accosted  me  in  the  street,  and 
loaded  me  with  insults.  He  was  drunk  and 
unworthy  of  notice  ;  but  I  could  not  get  rid 
of  him  otherwise  than  by  giving  him  a  blow 
on  the  chest.  No  sooner  had  I  made  my 
way  out  of  the  crowd  and  entered  a  cafe, 
when  I  was  followed  by  a  relative  of 
his,  not  drunk  with  wine,  but  mad 
with  rage  and  indignation.  He .  ac¬ 
cused  me  of  having  retaliated  with 
a  blow  instead  of  acting  as  every 
man  of  honour  would  have  done.  I 
answered  him  as  moderately  as  I  could, 
for  I  saw  through  the  whole  thing  ;  it 
was  all  arranged  by  the  Government  in 
order  to  render  me  powerless.  But  one  word 
followed  another,  and  my  enemies  at  last 
won  the  day.  The  other  man  pretended 
that  he  was  obliged  to  go  to  Tuscany,  and 
insisted  on  having  the  affair  settled 
there.  I  agreed  to  this,  for  it  was  high 
time  that  one  of  our  prudent  party  should 
prove  to  the  unruly  ones  that  it  was  not 
want  of  courage  that  restrained  us,  but 
solely  and  entirely  the  hopelessness  of  all 
secret  revolutionary  movements,  when  op¬ 
posed  to  so  superior  a  power.  But  when  I 
applied  for  a  passport  the  day  before  yes¬ 
terday,  it  was  refused,  without  their  even 
deigning  to  give  me  a  reason  for  it  ;  I  was 
told  it  was  by  order  of  the  highest  authori¬ 
ties.  It  was  evident  that  they  either  wished 
to  expose  me  to  the  disgrace  of  having 
shirked  the  duel,  or  else  to  force  me  to  cross 
the  frontier  in  some  disguise,  and  thereby 
certainly  cause  my  detention.  Then  they 
would  have  had  an  excuse  for  bringing  an 
action  against  me,  and  letting  it  drag  on  as 
long  as  they  thoughl  fit.” 

“  The  wretches  !  The  ungodly  sinners  !  ” 


interrupted  the  girl,  and  clenched  her 
fists. 

“  Nothing  then  was  left  me  but  to  give 
myself  up  to  the  contrabandists  at  Porretta. 
They  tell  me  we  shall  reach  Pistoja  to¬ 
morrow  morning  early.  The  duel  is  fixed 
for  the  afternoon  in  a  garden  outside  the 
town.” 

Suddenly  she  seized  his  hand  in  hers.  “Do 
not  go  down  there,  Filippo,” she  said.  “They 
will  murder  you.” 

“  Certainly  they  will,  my  child.  But  how 
do  you  know  ?  ” 

“  I  feel  it  here  and — here  !  ”  and  she 
pointed  with  her  finger  to  her  brow  and  heart. 

“  You,  too,  are  a  fortune-teller,  an 
enchantress,”  he  continued,  with  a  smile. 
“  Yes,  child,  they  will  murder  me.  My 
adversary  is  the  best  shot  in  the  whole 
of  Tuscany.  They  have  done  me  the 
honour  of  confronting  me  with  a  goodly 
enemy.  Well,  I  shall  not  disgrace  myself. 
But  who  knows  whether  it  will  be  all  fair 
play  ?  Who  can  tell  ?  Or  can  your  magic 
arts  foretell  that  too  ?  Yet  what  would  be 
the  use,  child  !  it  would  make  no  difference.” 

After  a  .short  silence  he  went  on  :  “  You 
must  banish  entirely  from  your  thoughts 
any  further  encouragement  of  your  former 
foolish  love.  Perhaps  all  this  has  come 
about  so  that  I  might  not  leave  this  world 
wffhout  first  setting  you  free,  free  from 
yourself,  poor  child,  and  your  unlucky 
constancy.  Perhaps,  too,  you  know,  we 
should  have  suited  each  other  badly. 
You  have  been  true  to  quite  a  different 
Filippo,  a  young  fellow  full  of  vain  desires 
and  without  a  care  save  those  of  love. 
What  would  you  do  with  such  a  brooding, 
solitary  being  as  I  ?  ” 

He  drew  near  to  her,  muttering  the 
last  words  as  he  walked  up  and  down,  and 
would  have  taken  her  hand,  but  was  startled 
and  shocked  to  see  the  expression  of  her  face. 
All  trace  of  softness  had  left  her  features, 
and  her  lips  were  ashy  pale. 

“You  do  not  love  me,”  she  said,  slowly 
and  huskily,  as  though  another  voice  were 
speaking  in  her,  and  she  were  listening  to 
hear  what  was  meant.  Then  she  pushed 
away  his  hand  with  a  scream  ;  the  little 
flames  of  the  lamp  were  nearly  blown  out, 
and  outside  the  dog  began  suddenly  bark¬ 
ing  and  howling  furiously.  “You  do  not 
love  me,  no,  no  !  ”  she  exclaimed,  like  one 
beside  herself.  “Would  you  rather  go  to 
the  arms  of  death  than  come  to  me  ?  Can 
you  meet  me  like  this  after  seven  years, 
only  to  say  farewell  ?  Can  you  speak  thus 
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calmly  of  your  death,  knowing  it  will  be 
mine  too  ?  Better  had  it  been  for  me  had 
my  eyes  been  blinded  before  they  saw  }/ou 
again,  and  my  ears  deaf  before  they  beard 
the  cruel  voice  by  which  I  live  and  die. 
Why  did  the  dog  not  tear  you  to  pieces 
before  I  knew  that  you  had  come  to  rend 
my  heart  ?  Why  did  your  foot  not  slip  on 
the  chasm’s  brink  ?  Alas  !  woe  is  me  ! 
Madonna,  save  me  !  ” 

She  flung  herself  down  before  the  picture, 
her  forehead  bowed  to  the  ground.  Her 
hands  were  stretched  out  before  her  ;  she 
seemed  to  pray.  Her  companion  listened  to 
the  barking  of  the  dog,  and  with  it  the  mut- 
terings  and  groanings  of  the  unhappy  girl, 
while  the  moon  increasing  in  power  shone 
through  the  room.  But  before  he  could 
collect  himself  or  utter  a  word  he  again 
felt  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  the  hot 
tears  falling  on  his  face. 

“  Do  not  go  to  meet  your  death,  Filippo,” 
sobbed  the  poor  thing.  “If  you  stay  with  me, 
who  could  find  you  ?  Let  them  say  what 
they  will,  the  murderous  pack,  the  malicious 
wretches,  worse  than  Apennine  wolves. 
Yes,”  she  said,  and  looked  up  at  him 
radiant  through  her  tears,  “  you  will  stay  with 
me  ;  the  Madonna  has  given  you  to  me  that 
I  might  save  you.  Filippo,  I  do  not  know 
what  wicked  words  I  may  have  spoken,  but 
I  feel  they  were  wicked  ;  I  knew  it  by  the 
cold  chill  they  sent  to  my  heart.  Forgive 
me.  It  is  a  thought  fit  only  for  hell,  that 
love  can  be  forgotten,  and  faithful  con¬ 
stancy  crushed  and  destroyed.  But  now 
let  us  sit  down  and  discuss  everything. 
Would  you  like  a  new  house?  We  will 
build  one.  Other  servants  ?  We  will  send 
these  all  away,  Nina  too,  even  the  dog 
shall  go.  And  if  you  still  think  that  they 
might  betray  you — why,  we  will  go  away 
ourselves,  to-day,  now ;  I  know  all  the 
roads,  and  before  the  sun  has  risen  we 
should  be  down  in  the  valley  away  north¬ 
wards,  and  wander,  wander  on  to  Genoa,  to 
Venice,  or  wherever  you  will.” 

“  Stop  !  ”  said  he  harshly.  “  Enough  of 
this  folly.  You  cannot  be  my  wife,  Fenice. 
If  they  do  not  kill  me  to-morrow,  it  will 
only  be  put  off  a  short  time.  I  know  how 
much  I  am  in  their  way.”  And  gently,  but 
firmly,  he  loosed  her  arms  from  round  his 
neck.. 

“  See  here,  child,”  he  continued,  “  it  is 
sad  enough  as  it  is  ;  we  do  not  need  to  make 
it  harder  to  bear  through  our  own  foolish¬ 
ness.  Perhaps  when  in  years  to  come  you 
hear  of  my  death,  you  will  look  round  at 


your  husband  and  your  lovely  children,  and 
will  feel  thankful  that  he  Avho  is  dead  and 
gone  was  more  sensible  than  you  at  this  in- 
terv^iew,  although  on  that  night  of  seven 
years  ago,  it  may  have  been  other¬ 
wise.  Let  me  go  to  bed  now,  and  go  you 
too,  and  let  us  settle  not  to  see  each  other 
to-morrow.  Your  reputation  is  a  good  one, 
as  I  heard  from  my  companions  on  the  way 
here.  If  we  were  to  embrace  to-morrow, 
and  you  made  a  scene — eh,  dear  child  ? 
Andnow — good-night, good-night,  Fenice!” 

Then  again  he  offered  her  his  hand.  But 
she  wmuld  not  take  it.  She  looked  as  pale  as 
ashes  in  the  moonlight,  and  her  eyebrows 
and  downcast  lashes  seemed  all  the  darker. 
“  Have  I  not  already  suffered  enough,”  she 
said  in  an  undertone,  “  for  having  acted 
too  coyly  that  one  night  seven  long  years 
ago  ?  And  now  he  would  again  make  me 
miserable  with  this  wretched  prudence,  and 
this  time  my  misery  would  last  to  all 
eternity  !  No,  no,  no  !  I  will  not  let  him 
go — I  should  be  disgraced  in  the  eyes  of  all 
if  I  let  him  go  and  he  Avere  to  die.” 

“  Do  you  not  understand  that  I  wish  to 
sleep  now,  girl,”  he  interrupted  angrily, 
“  and  to  be  alone  ?  Why  do  you  go  on 
talking  in  this  Avild  fashion  and  making 
yourself  ill  ?  If  you  do  not  feel  that  my 
honour  forces  me  to  leave  you,  then  you 
Avould  never  have  suited  me.  I  am  no 
doll  in  your  lap  to  fondle  and  play  AAuth. 
My  path  is  cut  out  for  me,  and  it  is  too 
narrow  for  tAVO.  ShoAv  me  the  skin  on 
AAFich  I  am  to  lie  to-night  ;  and  then — let 
us  forget  one  another  !  ” 

“  And  if  you  Avere  to  drive  me  from  you 
Avith  blows  I  Avill  not  leave  you  !  If  death 
Avere  to  come  and  stand  between  us,  I  Avould 
rescue  you  from  him  Avith  these  strong  arms 
of  mine.  In  life  and  death — you  are  mine, 
Filippo  1  ” 

“  Silence  !  ”  cried  he,  very  loudly.  The 
colour  rushed  to  his  very  broAv  as  he  Avith 
both  arms  pushed  the  passionate  pleader 
from  him'.  “  Silence  !  And  let  there  be 
an  end  of  this,  to-day,  and  for  ever.  Am  I 
a  creature  or  thing  to  be  seized  upon  by 
Avhoever  Avill  and  Avhoever  takes  a  fancy  to 
me  ?  I  am  a  man,  and  Avhoever  Avould  have 
me  I  must  give  myself  up  to  freely.  You 
have  sighed  for  me  for  seven  years — have 
you  any  right  therefore  in  the  eighth  year 
to  make  me  act  to  my  dishonour  ?  If 
you  Avould  bribe  me,  you  have  chosen  the 
means  ill.  Seven  years  ago  I  loved  you 
because  you  Avere  different  from  AAFat  you 
noAV  are.  If  you  had  floAvn  round  my  neck 
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then  and  sought  to  wrest  my  heart  from 

me  with  threats,  I  would  have  met  your 

tlireats  with  defiance  as  I  do  to-day.  All 

✓ 

is  over  now  between  us,  and  I  know  that 
the  pity  1  felt  for  you  was  not  love.  For 
the  last  time,  where  is  my  room  ?  ” 

He  had  said  all  this  in  harsh  and  cutting 
tones,  and  as  he  stopped  speaking  the  sound 
of  his  own  voice  seemed  to  give  him  a  pang. 
But  he  said  no  more,  though  wondering 
silently  that  she  took  it  much  more  quietly 
than  he  had  expected.  He  would  gladly 
now,  with  friendly  words,  have  appeased 
any  stormy  outbreak  of  her  grief.  But  she 
passed  coldly  by  him,  opened  a  heavy 
wooden  door  not  far  from  the  hearth. 


*■  HE  BOLTED  rHE  DOOR  BEHIND  Hni.’' 


pointed  silently  to  the  iron  bolt  on  it,  and 
then  stepped  back  again  to  the  fireside. 

So  he  went  into  the  room  and  bolted  the 
door  behind  him.  But  he  stayed  for  some 
time  close  by  the  door,  listening  to  what 
she  was  doing.  No  movement  was  heard 
in  the  room,  and  in  the  whole  house  there 
was  no  sound  save  from  the  restless  dog,  the 
horse  stirring  in  the  stable,  and  the  moan¬ 
ing  of  the  wind  outside  as  it  scattered  the 
last  remains  of  the  fog.  For  the  moon  in 
all  its  splendour  had  risen,  and  when  he 
pulled  away  a  large  bundle  of  heather  out 
of  the  hole  in  the  wall  that  served  as 
a  window,  the  room  was  lit  up  by  its 
rays.  He  saw  then  that  he  was  evi¬ 
dently  in  Fenice’s  room.  Against  the  wall 
stood  her  clean,  narrow  bed,  an  open  chest 


beside  it,  a  small  table,  a  wooden  bench  ; 
the  walls  were  hung  with  pictures,  saints 
and  Aladonnas  ;  a  holy  water  bowl  was  seen 
beneath  the  crucifix  by  the  door. 

He  sat  himself  down  on  the  hard  bed. 
and  felt  that  a  storm  was  raging  within  him. 
Once  or  twice  he  half  rose  up  to  hasten  to 
her  and  tell  her  that  he  had  only  thus 
wounded  her  in  order  to  comfort  her  after¬ 
wards.  Then  he  stamped  on  the  floor, 
vexed  at  his  own  soft-heartedness.  ‘‘It  is 
the  only  thing  left  for  me  to  do,”  he  said  to 
himself,  ‘‘  unless  I  would  add  to  my  guilt. 
Seven  years,  poor  child  !  ”  Mechanically 
he  took  in  his  hand  a  comb  ornamented 
with  little  pieces  of  metal  that  was  lying 
on  the  table.  This  recalled  to  him  her 
splendid  hair,  the  proud  neck  on  which  it 
lay,  the  noble  brow  round  which  the  curls 
clustered,  and  the  dusky  cheek.  At  last  he 
tossed  the  tempting  object  into  the  chest, 
in  which  he  saw  dresses,  kerchiefs,  and  all 
sorts  of  little  ornaments  neatly  and  tidily 
put  away.  Slowly  he  let  fall  the  lid  and 
Uirned  to  look  out  at  the  hole  in  the  wall. 

The  room  was  at  the  back  of  the  house, 
and  none  of  the  other  huts  in  Treppi  inter¬ 
fered  with  the  view  across  the  mountains. 
Opposite  was  the  bare  ridge  of  rock  rising 
up  from  behind  the  ravine,  and  all  lit  up 
by  the  moon,  then  just  over  the  house.  On 
one  side  were  some  sheds,  past  which  ran 
the  road  leading  down  to  the  plain.  One 
forlorn  little  fir-tree,  with  bare  branches, 
was  growing  among  the  stones  ;  otherwise 
the  ground  was  covered  with  heather  only, 
and  here  and  th^re  a  miserable  bush. 
“  Certainly,”  thought  he,  “this  is  not  the 
place  to  forget  what  one  has  loved.  I  would 
it  were  otherwise.  In  truth,  she  would 
have  been  the  right  wife  foi  me  ;  she  would 
have  loved  me  more  than  dress  and  gaiety, 
and  the  whisperings  of  gallants.  What 
eyes  my  old  Marco  would  make  if  I  sud¬ 
denly  came  back  from  my  travels  with  a 
lovely  wife  !  We  should  not  need  to 
change  the  house  ;  the  empty  corners  were 
always  so  uncanny.  And  it  would  do  me 
good,  old  grumbler  that  I  am,  if  a  laughing 

child— - but  this  is  folly,  Filippo,  folly  ! 

What  would  the  poor  thing  do  left  a  widow 
in  Bologna  ?  No,  no  !  no  more  of  this  ! 
Let  me  not  add  a  fresh  sin  to  the  old  ones. 
I  will  wake  the  men  an  hour  earlier,  and 
steal  away  before  anyone  is  up  in  Treppi.” 

He  was  just  going  to  move  away  from 
the  window  and  stretch  his  limbs,  wearied 
from  the  long  ride,  on  the  bed,  ^vhen  he 
saw  a  woma,n’s  figure  step  out  from  the 
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shadow  of  the  house  into  the  moonlight. 
She  never  turned  her  head,  but  he  did  not 
for  a  moment  doubt  that  it  was  Fenice. 
She  walked  away  from  the  house  with  slow, 
steady  steps  down  the  road  leading  to  the 
ravine.  A  shudder  ran  through  his  frame 
as  at  that  moment  the  thought  flashed 
across  his  mind  that  she  would  do  herself 
some  injury.  Without  stopping  to  think, 
he  flew  to  the  door  and  pulled  violently  at 
the  bolt.  But  the  rusty  old  iron  had  stuck 
so  obstinately  fast  in  its  place  that  he  spent 
all  his  strength  in  vain.  The  cold  sweat 
stood  on  his  brow  ;  he  shouted  and  shook 
and  beat  the  door  with  fists  and  feet,  but 


ever,  it  was  so  uncanny.  He  stretched  his 
head  far  out  of  the  opening,  but  could  see 
nothing  save  the  still  night  in  the  moun¬ 
tains.  Suddenly  there  was  a  short,  sharp 
howl,  then  a  low  convulsive  groan  from  the 
dog,  but  after  that,  though  he  listened  long 

and  anxiouslv,  not  another  sound  the  whole 

> 

night  through,  save  that  the  door  of  the 
adjoining  room  was  opened  and  Fenice’s 
step  was  heard  on  the  stone  floor.  In  vain 
he  stood  for  long  at  the  bolted  door,  listen¬ 
ing  at  first,  then  asking  and  begging  and  im¬ 
ploring  the  girl  for  one  little  word  only — all 
remained  still  and  quiet. 

At  length  he  threw  himself  on  the  bed  in 


it  did  not  yield.  At  last  he  gave  up, 
and  rushed  back  again  to  the  window. 
Already  one  of  the  stones  had  given  -way 
to  his  fury,  when  suddenly  he  saw  the 
figure  of  the  girl  reappear  on  the  road 
and  come  towards  the  hut.  She  had 
something  in  her  hand,  but  in  the  uncertain 
light  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  was, 
but  he  could  see  her  face  distinctly.  It  was 
grave  and  thoughtful — no  trace  of  passion  in 
it.  Not  a  single  glance  did  she  send  to  his 
window,  and  disappeared  again  into  the  shade. 

As  he  still  stood  there  and  drew  a  deep 
breath  after  his  fright  and  exertion,  he 
heard  a  great  noise  which  seemed  to  come 
from  the  old  dog,  but  it  was  no  barking  or 
whining.  This  puzzled  hirn  more  than 


a  fever,  and  lay  awake  thinking  and  think¬ 
ing,  till  at  last  the  moon  went  down  an  hour 
after  midnight,  and  fatigue  conquered  his 
thousand  fleeting  thoughts.  But  still  in  his 
uneasy  slumber  he  seemed  to  see  the  lovely 
face  continually  before  his  eyes,  and  to  hear 
the  pleading  and  impassioned  voice  still 
ringing  in  his  ears. 

When  he  awoke  next  morning,  the  light 
around  him  was  dim  ;  but  as  he  raised  himself 
from  the  bed  and  collected  his  thoughts,  he 
was  aware  that  it  was  not  the  dim  light  of 
dawn.  On  one  side  a  faint  ray  of  sunlight 
reached  him,  and  he  soon  saw  that  the  hole  in 
the  wall  which  he  had  left  open  before  he  fell 
asleep,  had,  nevertheless,  been  filled  up  again 
with  bra,nches.  He  pushed  them  out,  and  wgs 
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dazzled  by  the  bright  rays  of  the  morning 
sun.  In  a  towering  rage  with  the  contra¬ 
bandists,  with  himself  for  having  slept,  but 
above  all  with  the  girl  to  whom  he  attri¬ 
buted  this  treacher}/,  he  hurried  to  the  door, 
the  bolt  of  which  yielded  easily  to  his  pres¬ 
sure,  and  stepped  out  into  the  other  room. 

He  found  Fenice  there  alone,  sitting 
quietly  by  the  fire,  as  though  she  had  long 
been  expecting  him.  Every  trace  of  the 
stormy  scenes  of  the  day  before  had  left  her 
face  ;  no  sign  of  any  grief,  and  no  mark  of 
any  painfully  acquired  composure,  met  his 
stern  glance. 

“This  is  your  fault,”  he  said,  angrily, 
“my  sleeping  beyond  the  time.” 

“Yes,  it  is,”  she  answered,  indifferently. 
“  You  were  tired.  You  will  reach  Pistoja 
early  enough,  if  you  do  not  need  to  meet 
your  murderers  before  the  afternoon.” 

“  I  did  not  ask  you  to  take  heed  of  my 
fatigue.  Do  you  still  mean  to  force  your¬ 
self  on  me  ?  It  will  avail  you  nothing,  girl. 
Where  are  my  men  ?  ” 

“  Gone.” 

“  Gone  ?  Would  you  make  a  fool  of  me  ? 
Where  are  they  ?  As  if  they  would  go 
away  before  I  paid  them  !  ”  And  he  strode 
rapidly  to  the  door,  thinking  to  leave. 

Fenice  remained  sitting  where  she  was, 
and  said,  in  the  same  placid  voice  :  “  I  have 
paid  them.  I  told  them  that  you  needed 
sleep,  and  also  that  I  would  accompany  you 
down  the  mountain  myself ;  for  my  supply 
of  wine  is  at  an  end,  and  I  must  buy  fresh 
at  about  an  hour’s  distance  from  Pistoja.” 

For  a  moment  he  was  speechless  with 
rage.  “  No,”  he  burst  out  at  last,  “  not  with 
you  ;  never  again  with  you  !  It  is  absurd 
for  you  to  think  that  you  can  still  en¬ 
tangle  me  in  your  smooth  meshes.  We 
are  now  more  completely  parted  than  ever. 
I  despise  you,  that  you  should  think  me 
soft  and  weak  enough  to  be  won  by  these 
poor  devices.  I  will  not  go  with  you  !  Let 
one  of  your  men  go  with  me  ;  and  here — 
pay  yourself  what  you  gave  to  the  contra¬ 
bandists.” 

He  flung  a  purse  to  her,  and  opened  the 
door  to  look  for  some  one  who  could 
show  him  the  way  down.  “  Do  not  trouble 
yourself,”  she  said,  “  you  will  not  find  any 
of  the  men  ;  they  are  all  in  the  mountains. 
And  there  is  nobody  in  Treppi  who  can  be 
of  use  to  you.  Poor  feeble  old  women  and 
men,  and  children  who  have  to  be  taken 
care  of  themselves.  If  you  do  not  believe 
me — go  and  look  !  ” 

“  And  altogether,”  she  went  on,  as  he,  in 


vexation  and  anger,  stood  undecided  in  the 
doorway,  turning  his  back  to  her,  “  why 
does  it  seem  to  you  so  impossible  and  so 
dangerous  for  me  to  be  your  guide  ?  I  had 
dreams  last  night,  from  which  I  can  tell 
that  you  are  not  destined  for  me.  It  is  true 
enough  that  I  still  have  a  liking  for  you, 
and  it  would  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  have  a 
few  more  hours’  talk  with  you.  But  I  do 
not,  on  that  account,  wish  to  intrude.  You 
are  free  to  go  from  me  for  ever,  and  wher¬ 
ever  you  will,  to  death  or  to  life.  Only  I 
have  so  arranged  it  that  I  may  walk  beside 
you  part  of  the  way.  I  swear  to  you,  if  it 
will  ease  your  mind,  that  it  will  only  be 
part  of  the  way — on  my  honour,  not  as  far 
as  Pistoja.  Only  just  until  I  have  put  you 
in  the  right  direction.  For  if  you  were  to 
go  away  alone,  you  would  lose  your  way, 
and  would  neither  get  forward  nor  back¬ 
ward.  Surely  you  must  remember  that, 
from  your  first  journey  in  the  mountains.” 

“  Plague  upon  it  !  ”  muttered  he,  biting 
his  lips.  He  saw,  however,  that  the  sun 
was  getting  higher,  and  all  things  well 
considered,  what  grave  cause  for  fear  had 
he  ?  He  turned  to  her,  and  thought,  from 
the  indifferent  look  in  her  large  eyes,  that 
he  could  take  it  for  granted  there  was  no 
treachery  hidden  in  her  words.  She  really 
seemed  to  him  to  be  a  different  person  from 
the  day  before  ;  and  there  was  almost  a  feel¬ 
ing  of  discontent  mingled  with  his  surprise 
as  he  was  forced  to  allow  that  her  fit  of  grief 
and  passion  on  the  preceding  day  had  passed 
away  so  soon,  and  left  no  trace.  He  looked 
at  her  for  some  time,  but  she  did  not  in 
any  way  arouse  his  suspicions. 

“  Well,”  he  said  dryly,  “  since  you  have 
become  so  very  prudent,  let  us  start.  Come  !  ” 

Without  any  particular  sign  of  delight 
she  got  up,  and  said  :  “We  must  eat  first  ; 
we  shall  get  nothing  for  many  hours.” 
She  put  a  dish  before  him  and  a  pitcher, 
and  ate  something  herself,  standing  at  the 
hearth,  but  did  not  touch  a  drop  of  wine. 
But  he,  to  get  it  over,  ate  some  spoonfuls, 
dashed  down  the  wine,  and  lit  his  cigar 
from  the  ashes  on  the  hearth.  All  this 
time  he  had  not  deigned  to  look  at  her, 
but  when  he  chanced  to  look  up,  standing 
near  her,  he  saw  a  strange  red  in  her  cheeks, 
and  something  like  triumph  in  her  eyes. 
She  now  rose  hurriedly,  seized  the  pitcher, 
and,  flinging  it  on  the  stone  floor,  shattered 
it  at  a  blow.  “  No  one  shall  ever  drink  out 
of  it  again,”  she  said,  “  after  your  lips  have 
touched  it.” 

He  started  up  in  alarm^  and,  for  a  second, 
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the  suspicion  crossed  his  mind  :  ‘‘  Has  she 
poisoned  me  ?  ”  but  then  he  chose  to 
think  that  it  was  the  last  remains  of  her 
lovesick  idolatry  which  she  had  forsworn, 
and  without  further  comment  he  followed 
her  out  of  the  house. 

“  They  took  the  horse  back  with  them  to 
Porretta,”  she  said  to  him  outside,  as  he 
seemed  to  be  searching  for  it.  “You  would 
not  have  been  able  to  ride  down  without 
danger.  They 
are  steeper  roads 
than  those  of 
yesterday.” 

Then  she 
went  on  before 
him,  and  they 
soon  left  behind 
them  the  huts, 
which,  deserted 
and  without  the 
faintest  cloud  of 
smoke  from  the 
chimneys,  stood 
out  clear  in  the 
bright  sun.  It 
was  then  only 
that  Filippo  be¬ 
came  fully  aware 
of  the  majestic 
scenery  of  this 
desolate  place, 
with  the  clear 
transparent  sky 
above  it.  The 
path,  now  hardly 
visible,  like  a 
faint  track  in 
the  hard  rock, 
ran  northward  along 
the  broad  ridge  ;  and 
here  and  there,  where 
there  was  a  bend  in 
the  opposite  parallel 
range  of  mountains,  a 
narrov/  strip  of  sea 
shone  in  the  far  hori¬ 
zon  to  the  left.  There  was  still  no  sign  of 
vegetation,  far  or  near,  except  the  hard 
and  stunted  mountain  plants  and  inter¬ 
woven  bush  and  bramble.  But  then  they 
left  the  summit,  and  descended  into  the 
ravine,  which  had  to  be  crossed  in  order  to 
climb  the  rocky  ridge  on  the  other  side. 
Here  they  soon  came  upon  fir-trees,  and 
streams,  which  flowed  into  the  glen  ;  and  far 
below  them  they  heard  the  roaring  of  the 
Avater.  Fenice  noAV  went  on  in  front. 
Stepping  with  sure  feet  upon  the  safest 


stones,  without  looking  round,  or  uttering 
a  single  word.  He  could  not  help  letting 
his  eyes  rest  on  her,  and  admiring  the 
graceful  strength  of  her  limbs.  Her  face 
was  entirely  hidden  from  him  by  the  great 
white  kerchief  on  her  head,  but  Avhen  it  so 
chanced  that  they  walked  side  by  side,  he 
had  to  force  himself  to  look  before  him, 
and  aAvay  from  her,  so  greatly  was  he 
attracted  by  the  wondrous  regularity  of  her 
features.  It  was  only  when 
in  the  full  light  of  the  sun 
that  he  noticed  her  strangely 
child-like  expression,  with¬ 
out  being  able  to  say 
wherein  it  lay.  It  was 
as  though  for  the  last 
seven  years  something 
had  remained  unaltered 
in  her  face,  Avhile 
all  else  had 
groAvn  and  de¬ 
veloped. 

At  last  he 
began  to  talk  to 
her  of  his  OAvn 
accord,  and  she 
answered  him  in 
a  sensible  and 
even  easy  Avay. 
Only  that  her 
voice,  Avhich  as 
a  rule  Avas  not 
so  dull  and  harsh 
as  is  the  case 
Avith  the  gene¬ 
rality  of  the 
Avomen  in  the 
mountains, 
sounded  to  him 
monotonous  and 
sad,  though  only 
speaking  of  the 
most  indifferent 
things. 

While  thus 


THKN  SHE  WENT  ON  BEFORE  HIM. 


talking,  Filippo 
never  noticed  hoAV  the  sun  had  climbed 
higher  and  higher  and  still  no  glimpse  of  the 
Tuscan  plains  came  in  vieAA^  Neither  did  he 
gi\^e  a  thought  to  what  aAvaited  him  at  the 
close  of  the  day.  It  Avas  so  refreshing  to  be 
Avalking  along  the  thickly  Avooded  paths, 
fifty  paces  above  the  Avaterfall,  to  feel  the 
spray  sometimes  reach  him,  to  Avatch  the 
lizards  darting  over  the  stones,  and  the 
fluttering  butterflies  chasing  the  sun’s  rays, 
that  he  never  even  noticed  that  they  walked 
on  tOAArards  the  stream,  and  had  not  as  yet 


IS  THIS  THE  WAY,  YOU  TREACHEROUS 

turned  off  to  the  left.  There  was  a  magic 
in  the  voice  of  his  companion  which  made 
him  forget  everything  which,  the  day  before, 
had  so  occupied  him  in  the  society  of  the 
contrabandists.  But  when  they  left  the 
ravine  and  saw  an  endless,  unknown  moun¬ 
tainous  tract,  with  fresh  peaks  and  cliffs  lying 
barren  and  deserted  before  them,  he  awoke 
suddenly  from  his  enchanted  dreams,  stood 
still,  and  looked  at  the  heavens.  He  saw 
clearly  that  she  had  brought  him  in  an 
utterly  opposite  direction,  and  that  he  was 
some  miles  further  from  his  destination  than 
when  they  started. 

“  Stop  !  ”  said  Filippo.  “  I  see  betimes 
that  you  are  still  deceiving  me.  Is  this 
the  way  to  Pistoja,  you  treacherous 
creature  ?  ” 

‘‘No,”  she  said  fearlessly,  but  with  down¬ 
cast  eyes. 

“  Then,  by  all  the  infernal  powers,  the 
fiends  might  learn  deceit  from  you.  A  curse 
upon  my  infatuation  !  ” 

“  One  who  loves  can  do  all  things — love 
is  more  powerful  than  devil  or  angel,”  said 
she  in  deep,  mournful  tones. 

“  No,”  shouted  he,  in  maddened  anger, 
“  do  not  triumph  yet,  you  insolent  girl,  not 
yet  !  A  man’s  will  cannot  be  broken  by 
what  a  mad  wench  calls  love.  Turn  back 
with  me  at  once,  and  show  me  the  shortest 
paths — or  I  will  strangle  you,  with  these 
very  hands — you  fool,  not  to  see  that  I  must 
hate  you,  who  would  make  me  seem  a 
scoundrel  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.” 
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He  went  up  to  her 
with  clenched  fists, 
beside  himself  with 
passion. 

“  Strangle  me, 
then  !  ”  she  said  in  a 
clear  but  trembling 
voice;  “do it, Filippo. 
But,  when  the  deed 
is  done,  you  will  cast 
yourself  on  my  body 
and  weep  tears  of 
blood  that  you  can¬ 
not  bring  me  to  life 
again.  Your  place 
will  be  here  beside 
me ;  you  will  fight 
with  the  vultures 
that  will  come  to  eat 
my  flesh  ;  the  sun  by 
day  will  burn  you  ; 
the  dew  at  night  will 
drench  you  ;  till  you 
fall  and  die  beside  me — for  you  can  never 
more  tear  yourself  away  from  me.  Do  you 
think  that  the  poor,  silly  thing,  brought  up 
in  her  mountain  home,  would  throw  away 
seven  years  like  one  day  ?  I  know  what  they 
have  cost  me,  how  dear  they  were,  and  that 
I  pay  an  honest  price  in  buying  you  with 
them.  Let  you  go  to  meet  your  death  ?  It 
would  be  absurd.  Turn  from  me  as  you 
will,  you  will  soon  feel  that  I  can  force  you 
back  to  me  for  all  eternity.  For  in  the 
wine  which  you  drank  to-day  I  mixed  a 
love-potion,  which  no  man  under  the  sun 
has  been  able  to  Avdthstand  !  ” 

Most  queenly  did  she  look  as  she 
uttered  these  words,  her  arm  stretched  out 
towards  him,  as  though  her  hand  wielded 
a  sceptre  over  one  who  had  deserted  her. 
But  he  laughed  defiantly,  and  exclaimed, 
“  Your  love-potion  will  do  you  a  bad  turn, 
for  I  never  hated  you  more  than  at  this 
moment.  But  I  am  a  fool  to  take  the 
trouble  to  hate  a  fool  like  you.  May  you  be 
cured  of  all  your  folly  as  of  your  love 
when  you  no  longer  see  me  near  you.  I 
do  not  need  you  to  guide  me.  On  yonder 
slope  I  see  a  shepherd’s  hut,  and  the  flocks 
are  near.  A  fire,  too,  is  burning.  They 
will  show  me  the  right  way  up  there. 
Farewell,  you  poor  hypocrite  ;  farewell  !  ” 
She  answered  not  a  word  as  he  left  her, 
but  sat  down  quietly  in  the  shadow  of  a 
rock  by  the  ravine,  burying  her  great  eyes 
in  the  dark  green  of  the  fir  trees  growing 
below  by  the  stream. 


THE  MAID  OF  TREPPL 


CREATURE? ” 


{To  be  contnmed) 


At  the  Animals  Hospital. 


A  HAFFY  FAMILY  IN  BONE. 


NE  hundred  years  ago  !  A 
century  since  the  first  two 
stones  were  joined  together 
from  which  was  to  spring  a 
veritable  boon  to  the  sick 
and  sulfering  amongst  all  sorts 
and  conditions  of  domesticated  animals— 
an  abiding-place  where  horse  and  dog,  calf 
and  sheep,  even  down  to  the  maligned  and 
sorely-tried  drawer  of  the  costermonger’s 
cart  might  receive  assistance  and  advice  to 
meet  the  thousand  and  one  ills  to  which 
their  flesh  and  bones  are  heir.  The  Royal 
Veterinary  College  is  within  a  month  of 
claiming  a  hundred  years’  good  labour  to  its 
credit. 

Hence  the  reason  of  our  mounting  the 
“  knife-board  ”  of  a  yellow-bodied  ’bus, 
conspicuously  painted  “  Camden  Town,” 
with  a  view  of  obtaining  a  preliminary 
interview  with  the  driver  regarding  the  ills 
of  most  animals  in  general,  and  of  horse¬ 
flesh  in  particular.  He  knew  little,  and 
kept  that  meagre  knowledge  to  himself, 
regarding  us  with  suspicion,  probably  as  a 
spy  in  the  employ  of  an  opposition  company, 
and  screwed  his  mouth  artfully  when  a 
question  was  volleyed,  and  met  it  with  a 


knowing  crack  of  the  whip  in  irritating 
response. 

“  Orf  side  down,  ’Arry,  Just  show  the 
way  where  the  donkeys  is  doctored,  and  the 
’osses  waccinated.  '  Whoa  !  Whoa  !  ’Er’, 
’pon  my  word,  ’Arry,  if  I  didn’t  forget  to 
give  Betsy  ” — a  frisky-looking  mare  on  the 
near  side  —  “her  cough  mixture.  Wot 
time  does  the  Wet’inary  College  shut  ?  ” 

The  way  pointed  out  by  the  conductor 
was  King-street,  at  the  top  of  which  runs 
Great  College-street,  where  the  great  gates 
of  the  Hospital  for  Animals  are  facing  you. 
Here,  congregated  together  about  the  en¬ 
trance,  are  a  dozen  or  twenty  students,  the 
majority  of  them  arrayed  in  garments  of  a 
decidedly  “  horsey  ”  cut,  their  appearance 
suggesting  that  they  are  somewhere  about 
one  remove  from  the  medical  student 
proper,  though  in  full  possession  of  all 
their  traditional  love  of  fun  and  irrepressible 
spirits.  For  a  charge  of  sixty  guineas 
these  young  men  may  revel  in  the  anatomy 
of  a  horse  for  a  period  of  three  years,  walk 
the  straw-carpeted  floor  of  the  sick  stable, 
pay  periodical  visits,  and  learn  how  to  pre¬ 
scribe  the  necessary  remedies  for  the  inmates 
of  the  dogs’  ward.  The  secretary,  Mr.  R. 
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A.  N.  Powys,  assures  us  that  three  hundred 
students  are  at  present  located  here,  and, 
together  with  the  educational  staff,  num¬ 
bering,  amongst  others,  such  veterinary 
authorities  as 
Professors  Axe, 

Penberthy,  Mc¬ 
Queen,  Coghill, 
and  Edwards, 
they  visit  the 
beds  of  some 
fifty  horses 
every  day,  together  with  those  of  some  ten 
or  a  dozen  dogs,  to  say  nothing  of  pigs  and 
sheep  weakly  inclined,  and  cows  of  nervous 
temperament.  During  the  past  twelve 
months  1,174  horses  have  been  examined 
for  unsoundness.  More  than  four  thousand 
animals  were  treated  either  as  in-patients  or 
out-patients  during  that  period. 

Passing  through  the  gateway,  a  fine  open 
space  is  immediately  in  front,  with  a  roadway 
laid  down  for  the  purpose  of  testing  the 
soundness  of  horses.  Just  at  this  moment  a 
fine  prancing  steed,  a  typical  shire  horse, 
with  his  coat  as  brown  as  a  new  chestnut, 
and  his  limbs  and  quarters  as  they  should  be, 
is  led  out  by  a  stalwart  groom.  For  all  the 
animal’s  16^  hands,  there  is  a  question  as 
to  his  soundness.  A  professor  hurries  up, 
followed  by  a  score,  of  students,  with  note¬ 
books  and  pencils  ready.  The  horse  is 
trotted  round  the  gravel-path,  then  gal¬ 
loped  with  a  rider  bare-back.  A  thought¬ 
ful  consultation  follows,  and  the  verdict  pro¬ 
nounced  upon  its  respiratory  organs  is  : 
“  As  sound  as  a  bell.” 

There  is  an  estimable  and  enterprising 
gentleman  touring  the  London  streets  who 


in  the  Edgware-road.  A  pig  is  readily 
recognised,  and  a  fine  dog  seems  to  be 
looking  up  to  the  late  Professor  as  an  old 
triend.  This  interesting  collection  will 

shortly  be  added 
to  by  all  that  is 
left  of  the  cele¬ 
brated  race- 
horse  “Hermit.” 

It  is  to  the 
Museum  that 
the  students  re¬ 
pair  two  or  three  times  a  week,  and  gain  a 
practical  knowledge  of  the  ailments  which 
are  associated  with  animals. 

The  glass  cases  contain  horses’  mouths, 
showing  the  various  stages  of  the  teeth. 
Innumerable  are  the  bottles  holding  pre¬ 
served  portions  of  each  and  every  animal. 
In  one  of  the  cases  is  a  very  interesting 
specimen  of  the  students’  work.  It  illustrates 
the  anatomy  of  a  dog’s  leg.  The  bone  is 
taken  in  hand  by  the  student,  and  by  an 
ingenious  arrangement  of  red  sealing  Avax 
the  blood-vessels  are  faithfully  and  realisti¬ 
cally  introduced. 

hi  very  case  contains  a  curiosity — one  is 
full  of  the  feet  of  horses,  and  its  next-door 
neighbour  protects  a  Avonderful  array  of 
horseshoes.  The  ideal  horse-shoe  is  one 
Avhich  requires  no  nails.  The  nearest 
approach  to  this  is  a  shoe  which  clamps  the 
hoof,  is  screAved  up  tightly,  and  the  Avdiole 
thing  kept  in  place  by  an  iron  band.  The 
great  amount  of  pressure  Avhich  is  required 
to  keep  the  shoe  from  shifting,  and  the 
possible  injury  it  may  cause  the  Avearer,  has 
prevented  its  universal  use. 

Here  is  an  old-fashioned  drenching  bit — 


is  the  proprietor  of  a 
group  of  animals  Avhich 
he  facetiously  calls 
“The  Happy  Family.” 

These  are  in  the  flesh, 
alive  and  frolicsome  ; 
but  here  in  Camden 
ToAvn,  Avhere  all  things 
veterinary  are  studied, 
is  a  happy  family — in 
the  bone.  They  are 
gathered  together  in 
unison  around  the  bust 
of  the  late  Professor 
Robertson.  The  “  ship 
of  the  desert  ”  has  on 
its  left  an  elephant  of 
formidable  size,  near  vTich  stands  an 
ostrich.  On  the  camel’s  right  is  a  cow, 
and  a  lion,  originally  part  of  a  menagerie 


the  old  idea  of  ad¬ 
ministering  medicine 
to  horses.  The  bit  is 
holloAv  and  a  funnel  is 
attached  to  it,  to  be 
inserted  in  the  animal’s 
mouth  and  the  mixture 
poured  in.  To-day, 
hoAvever,  a  tin  drench¬ 
ing  can  of  a  somcAATat 
pyraniidical  shape  is 
simply  used. 

At  the  door  one  may 
brush  against  Avhat  ap¬ 
pears  to  be  a  mop  of 
extra  size.  It  is- — to 
use  a  homely  expres¬ 
sion — a  calf’s  leg  v^ith  “  a  housemaid’s 
knee.”  This  curious  groAvth  is  five  feet  in 
circumference  and  a  foot  and  a  half  in 
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depth.  But  perhaps  the  most  remarkable 
corner  is  that  devoted  to  the  storing  of 
massive  stones  and  cement,  hardened 
together,  which  have  been  taken  from  the 
bodies  of  various  animals. 

These  are  of  all  shapes  and  sizes.  Two 
of  them  taken  from  a  mare,  weigh  fifty-four 
pounds,  and  many  of  them  would  turn  the 


employed  in  lameness^  as  a  blister  .on  the 
limb.  It  is  interesting  to  be  told  that  there 
are  a  number  of  horses  in  the  hunting  field, 
in  the  streets,  and  the  park,  wearing  silver 
tracheotomy  tubes,  as  an  assistance  to  their 
breathing,  and,  to  put  it  in  the  words  of  a 
doctor,  “  doing  well.” 

The  pharmacy  is  by  no  means  to  be 


scale  at  thirty-five  to  forty  pounds.  The 
formation  of  such  stones  is  curious.  Above 
is  a  drawing — in  miniature — of  a  huge  stone 
formed  inside  a  cow.  The  cow — by  no 
means  a  careful  one — enjoyed  the  green 
grass  of  the  meadow  in  blissful  ignorance 
that  even  tin-tacks  and  nails  get  lodged  on 
the  sward  occasionally.  The  cow,  in  her 
innocence,  swallowed  the  nail — there  it  is^ 
imbedded  in  the  centre.  Lime  and  earth 
deposited  and  hardened  round  it,  with  the 
result  that  an  immense  stone  was  formed  of 
nearly  forty  pounds  in  weight. 

Next  comes  the  instrumenLroom.  This 
is  an  apartment  not  calculated  to  act  as  a 
sedativ^e  upon  the  visitor  who  is  forced  to 
be  a  frequent  caller  on  the  dentist.  The 
forceps  for  drawing  horses’  teeth  are  more 
than  a  yard  long,  and  it  requires  a  man  of 
might  and  muscle  to  use  them  with  effect. 
1  he  tracheotomy  tubes — inserted  when  a 
horse  has  difficulty  in  breathing— stand  out 
brightly  from  amongst  the  dull  and  heavy 
appearance  of  the  firing  irons,  which  are 


hurriedly  passed  by.  It  is  the  chemist’s 
shop  of  the  establishment,  the  place  where 
students  enter  to  be  initiated  into  all  the 
mysteries  of  compounding  a  prescription. 
They  may  crush  the  crystals  into  powder 
in  a  mortar  of  diminutive  size,  or  pound  them 
in  one  as  big  as  a  copper  with  a  pestle  as 
long  as  a  barber’s  pole.  A  great  slate  is 
covered  with  veterinary  hieroglyphics  ;  the 
shelves  are  decorated  with  hundreds  of  blue 
bottles,  the  diawers  brimming  over  with 
tiny  phials  and  enormous  gallipots.  Step 
behind  a  substantial  wooden  screen,  which 
practically  says  “  Private,”  and  you  have 
the  most  approved  of  patterns  in  the  way  of 
a  chemist’s  counter.  Here  is  every  item, 
down  to  the  little  brass  scales  and  weights, 
the  corks  and  sealing  wax,  the  paper  and 
string. 

From  the  pharmacy  to  the  Turkish  bath 
IS  but  a  step.  Veterinary  authorities  have 
ai lived  at  the  conclusion  that  a  Turkish 
bath  is  the  finest  remedy  that  can  be  found 
for  skin  disease  in  horses.  This  takes  the 
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a  sigh  of  relief  as  soon  as  the  tying-up  was 
over. 

A  slip  of  linen  or  calico  is  carefully  cut 
to  size  and  strapped  on  with  strong  tapes'. 
It  is  likewise  considered  beneficial  that  the 
patient  should  be  kept  in  ignorance  as  to 
its  whereabouts  :  for  the  horror  of  “  hos¬ 
pital  ”  which  pervades  most  people’s  minds 
exists  in  the  imaginations  of  animals  as  well. 
Therefore  the  sick  Polly  must  needs  sub¬ 
mit  to  having  her  eyes  bandaged  that  she 
may  realise  the  position  of  being  in  the 
dark  as  to  her  lodging  for  a  week  or  two. 
A  strip  of  the  same  material  from  which 
the  shoulder-strap  was  cut  is  tied  on  to  the 
head-collar. 

“  Polly’s  ”  next-door  neighbour,  however, 
presents  a  much  more  serious  case. 

“  Joe  ”  has  recently  been  gaining  experi¬ 
ence  in  the  fact  that  life  is  but  a  chapter  of 
accidents.  Joe  could  not  be  characterised 
as  a  careless  creature  ;  indeed,  it  is  chroni¬ 
cled  of  him  that  he  v/ould  positively  feel 
for  every  step  he  took,  and  pick  out  the 
safest  spots  in  the  line  of  route.  Poor  Joe  ! 
His  careful  line  of  action  and  method  of 
travelling  did  not  meet  with  that  reward  to 
which  it  was  entitled.  Alas  !  he  now  rest^ 
here  as  a  warning  to  his  fellow-horses  not 
to  put  trust  in  the  treacherous  smoothness 
of  the  agreeable  asphalt,  or  too  much  faith 
in  the  comfort  afforded  by  the  pleasures  of 


“  DAVID.” 


form  of  a  square  stable,  heated  by  a  furnace 
at  the.  back.  Not  an  outlet  is  permitted 
for  the  escape  of  the  hot  air,  and  it  can  be 
heated  to  any  temperature  required.  The 
horse,  too,  can  enjoy  all  the  luxuriousness 
of  a  shower  bath,  and  if  necessary  can  dabble 
his  four  feet  in  a  foot-bath  handy.  Indeed, 
everything  goes  to  prove  the  whole  system 
of  treating  sick  animals  is  founded  on  the 
same  principle  as  that  meted  out  to  human 
beings. 

One  must  needs  look  in  at  the  open  door 
of  the  shoeing-forge.  The  clang  of  the 
blacksmith’s  hammer  makes  a  merry  accom¬ 
paniment  to  the  prancing  of  a  dozen  fine 
creatures  just  entering  to  be  shod.  The 
whistling  of  the  bellows,  and  the  hissing  of 
the  roused-up  flames  vie  with  the  snorting 
of  a  grand  bay  mare  who  cannot  be  num¬ 
bered  amongst  the  most  patient  of  her  sex. 

“  Stand  over,  miss — stand  over,”  cries  a 
strapping,  brawny  lad.  “  She’ll  take  a 
number  five  ;  ”  and  from  a  stock  of  three 
hundred  and  fifty  dozen  new  shoes  which 
adorn  the  walls — and,  if  numbers  count  for 
anything,  good  luck  should  pervade  every 
nook  and  corner  of  the  forge — a  five-inch 
shoe  is  quickly  adjusted,  and  the  bay,  not 
yet  realising  the  new  footing  upon  which 
she  stands,  enlists  the  services  of  a  pair  of 
men  to  hold  her  in. 

The  paddock  in  the  immediate  neighbour¬ 
hood  of  the  forge  is  the  sick-ward  of  the 
hospital  for  horses.  Every  horse  has  its 
own  apartment — a  loose  box,  the  door  of 
which  is  fitted  with  iron  bars 
through  which  the  doctor  can 
inspect  his  patient.  The  inmate’s 
card,  which  tells  its  sex  and 
colour,  date  of  entrance,  number, 
disease,  and  treatment  prescribed, 
is  affixed  to  the  door,  and  every 
day  a  professor  goes  his  rounds. 

The  hospital  surgeon  also  pays 
continual  visits,  and  medicine  is 
administered  at  intervals  varying 
from  two  or  three  hours  to  three 
or  four  days. 

Here  is  one  of  the  most  patient 
of  the  inmates,  “  Polly,”  a  pretty 
creature  who  would  add  to  the  pic¬ 
turesqueness  of  any  hunting-field 
in  the  country,  and  who  has  dis¬ 
located  her  shoulder.  Polly  might 
be  held  up  as  a  credit  to  any 
hospital.  She  bore  her  bandag¬ 
ing — not  always  a  painless  operation,  for 
the  linen  must  needs  be  fastened  firmly 
— without  moving  a  muscle,  only  heaving 


jured  thigh,  and  a  severe  fracture  has 
befallen  one  half  of  what  he  depended 
upon  to  carry  him  through  life. 
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“Rest,  complete  rest,  is  what  he  needs,” 
remarks  a  passing  doctor.  And  a  very  in¬ 
genious  arrangement  is  provided  in  order 
to  attain  the  desired  end. 

This  consists  of  a  big  canvas  sling,  held 
up  by  half  a  dozen  pulleys.  On  this  the 
whole  weight  of  the  body 
is  supported,  and  the 
comfort  afforded  is  equiva¬ 
lent  to  that  provided  by 
a  good  bed  to  a  weary 
man.  The  animal  is  so 
weak  that,  if  he  tumbled 
down,  it  is  doubtful 
whether  he  would  get  up 
again.  Here  he  will  re¬ 
main  until  completely 
recovered,  which  means 
enjoying  the  repose 
afforded  by  this  horsey 
hammock  for  a  period 
between  six  weeks  and 
six  months. 

The  two  fractured  limbs 
are,  for  the  time  being, 
imbedded  in  iron  splints 
with  leather  bands,  and 
fitted  with  little  pads  in 
front  in  order  not  to  cut 
the  leg.  All  these  sur¬ 
gical  appliances  are  in  every  way  as  perfect 
as  if  they  were  intended  for  the  human 
franie,  instead  of  for  a  horse’s. 

Sickness  does  not  seem  to  diminish  the 
appetites  of  the  inmates,  and  doses  of  iron 
and  quinine  are  not  of  frequent  occurrence. 
It  may  take  three  or  four  months  to  cure  a 
case  of  lameness,  and  long  terms  of  confine¬ 
ment  may  possibly  be  needed  for  diseases  of 
the  respiratory  or  digestive  organs,  or  of 
the  skin.  But  the  bill  for  food,  hay  and 
straw,  amounted  to  the  comfortable  sum  of 
;^i,5io  os.  8d.  last  year,  against  the  modest 
outlay  of  ^i66  iis.  5d.  which  was  spent  in 
drugs.  The  number  of  horse-patients  con¬ 
fined  to  well-kept  beds  of  straw  and  healthy 
peat-moss,  in  admirably  ventilated  apart¬ 
ments,  averages  fifty  at  one  time.  Their 
paddock — or  sick-ward — is  a  pattern  of  clean¬ 
liness,  neatness,  and  good  order. 

There  is  only  a  moment  to  spend  in  the 
operating  theatre,  acknowledged  to  be  the 
finest  in  Europe.  It  is  a  huge  space  covered 
with  a  glass  canopy,  where  four  or  five 
horses  can  be  operated  on  at  once.  There 
is  ample  accommodation  for  every  student 
in  the  hospital  to  obtain  a  good  view  of 
the  proceedings.  Only  a  moment  also  to 
peep  in  at  a  little  apartment  in  the  far 


corner — a  small  operating  room  fitted  up 
with  a  trevis,  a  wooden  structure  where  the 
animal  to  be  operated  upon  is  placed,  and 
strapped  in  with  ropes,  so  that  movement 


THE  NURSERY, 


is  impossible  ;  only  a  moment,  such  a  bark¬ 
ing  and  a  whining  breaks  upon  the  peaceful 
air— troublous  cries  that  find  an  outlet 
from  the  open  door  of  an  upper  room,  to 
which  ascends  a  stable  staircase.  It  is  the 
dogs’  ward  J 

The  barking  of  the  inmates  is  to  be  inter¬ 
preted  into  an  unmistakable  welcome.  Here, 
in  corners  of  the  cosiest,  and  beds  of  the 
whitest  wood-fibre,  reclines  many  a  magnifi¬ 
cent  specimen.  These  fine  St.  Bernard  pups 
are  worth  ^250  a  piece,  and  only  a  week  or 
two  ago  a  patient  was  discharged  as  con¬ 
valescent,  upon  whose  head  rested  the  figure 

£  1 ,200.  Most  of  them  are  suffering  from 
skin  disease  ;  but  here  is  a  pup,  with  a  coat 
of  irnpenetrable  blackness,  afflicted  with 
St.  Vitus’s  dance.  He  wears  a  pitiful  ex¬ 
pression  j  but,  save  for  an  occasional  twitter 
of  a  muscle,  rests  very  quietly.  Every  cage 
is  occupied,  save  one,  and  that  is  an  apart¬ 
ment  with  double  iron  gates.  It  is  set 
apart  for  ^  mad  dogs.  Every  creature  bears 
its  affliction  with  remarkable  resignation, 
and,  as  one  passes  from  bed  to  bed,  runs  out 
to  the  length  of  its  chain  and  stands  looking 
up  the  sawdust-strewn  floor  which  leads  to 
“  the  nursery.” 

One  fine  fellow,  however,  rests  in  a 
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comer,  near  the  bath,  the  very  personifica¬ 
tion  of  all  that  is  dignified. 

“  David  ”  is  a  grand  St.  Bernard,  upon 
whom  a  coat  of  shaggy  beauty  has  been 
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the  iron  bars,  and  his  leg  was  broken.  The 
child  was  quite  safe  ;  she  was  only  gathering 
flowers. 

“The  Nursery”  is  a  room  set  apart  at 


bestowed  and  the  blessing  of  a  inajestic  pre¬ 
sence.  He  sits  there  with  his  front  paw 
dangling  over  the  bed-side  5  helpless,  but  not 
uncared  for.  His  leg  is  broken,  and  he  holds 
it  out,  tightly  tied  up  and  bandaged,  as 
token  thereof.  Cheer  up,  David,  old  boy 
look  a  bit  pleasant,  David,  my  brave  fellow. 
But  David  only  shakes  his  head  in  grateful 
thanks  for  a  word  of  sympathy.  ^  He  is  a 
credit  to  his  breed,  and  his  noble  disposition 
would  lead  him  to  forget  what  brought  him 
there.  It  is  a  touching  story.  His  owner’s 
little  daughter  was  his  mistress  ;  David 
follow^ed  her  wherever  she  went,  and— save 
at  night  time — never  allowed  her  out  of 
his  sight,  and  even  then  he  would  nestle 
outside  her  door  on  the  mat,  until  the 
child  woke  in  the  morning.  Just  a  week 
ago  the  little  girl  had  wandered  down 
the  river  bank,  climbing  over  the  iron 
railings  separating  the  pathway  from  the 
tiny  valley  which  led  down  to  the  water. 
David  did  not  notice  this  action,  and  when  he 
turned  his  head  saw  that  his  mistress  had 
disappeared.  With  his  mind  bent  on  the 
water,  he  took  a  leap,  intending  to  spring 
over  the  rails  ;  but  his  front  paw  caught 


the  far  end  for  the  reception  of  the  smaller 
species  of  the  canine  tribe. 

The  two  little  Skye  terriers  fondling 
one  another  are  suffering  from  ingrown  toe¬ 
nails  and  must  needs  have  them  cut.  The 
cot  next  to  them  is  empty  ;  but  a  “  King 
Charles  ”  will  convert  the  apartment ^  into 
a  royal  one  on  the  morrow.  His  Majesty, 
too,  requires  the  application  of  the  scissors 
to  his  royal  toes.  Above  is  a  terrier 
beautifully  marked — but,  withal,  wearing 
a  remarkably  long  expression  ^  of  coun¬ 
tenance.  Something  is  wrong  with  one  of 
his  ears,  and  his  face  is  tied  up  like  that  of 
an  individual  writhing  beneath  the  tortures 
of  toothache.  “  Dot  ”  envies  his  brother 
terrier  next  door.  There  is  nothing  wrong 
with  him  /  he  is  not  an  inmate,  but  a 
boarder,  and  the  property  of  one  of  the 
officials.  A  pretty  httle  couple  of_  colleys 
are  sympathising  with  each  other  m  their 
affliction  as  they  lie  cuddled  up  in  the  corner. 
They  are  both  queer— something  wrong 
with  their  lungs. 

Out  in  the  open  again,  we  look  in  upon 
a  fine  bullock  with  a  very  ugly  swollen 
face.  But  here,  in  a  corner  all  to  itself,  we 
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meet  with  a  veritable  curiosity — a  cow  with 
a  wooden  leg  ! 

This  is  a  strapping  young  Alderney, 
of  such  value  that  it  was  deemed  advisable 
to  provide  her  with  a  wooden  support 
instead  of  killing  her  at  once.  “  Susan  ” 

was  a  pet,  and  had 
t  her  own  way  in  most 


“  SUSAN.’’ 


green-eyed  monster  within  the  breast  of  a 
mare  who  sometimes  shared  her  meadow. 
Whether  the  cause  was  jealousy  or  not,  one 
thing  is  certain — after  a  particularly  hearty 
meal,  which  seems  to  have  endowed  the  mare 
with  exceptional  strength  and  vigour,  to 
say  nothing  of  a  wicked  and  revengeful 
mind,  she  deliberately,  and  without  warning, 
kicked  the  fair  Susan.  Susan  had  to  lie 
up  for  three  or  four  months,  and  now  a 
wooden  leg  supports  her  injured  frame. 

A  strap  is  fastened  rouno  the  body  of  the 
cow ;  then  a  wooden  support  is  placed 
near  the  neck  and  attached  to  the  main 
strap  with  leather  bands.  Finally,  the  iron- 
bound  timber  leg  is  set  in  place  ;  and  it  is 
said  that  the  animal  sustains  but  little 
inconvenience. 

Following  a  number  of  students,  we  are 
soon  within  the  precincts  of  the  dissecting 
room.  This  is  a  square  room  containing  a 
dozen  or  twenty  dead  donkeys,  each  laid  out 
on  a  table  for  dissection.  The  enterprising 
students  repair  to  Islington  Cattle  Market, 
and  for  a  pound  or  thirty  shillings  purchase 
a  likely  subject  from  an  obliging  coster¬ 
monger.  Half  a  dozen  of  them  will  each 
take  a  share  in  the  expense  incurred,  and 
work  together  at  a  table,  passing  from  head 
to  tail  until  a  complete  examination  has 
been  made. 

But  what  most  interests  the  casual 
visitor  is  “  The  Poor  Man’s  Corner,”  a 


portion  of  the  yard  set  apart  for  out-patients, 
and  termed  by  the  hospital  authorities  their 
“cheap  practice.” 

Every  day — excepting  Sundays — between 
the  hours  of  two  and  four,  a  motley  crowd 
assembles  here,  bringing  with  them  an 
animal  which  has  betrayed  signs  to  its 
owner  that  it  is  not  altogether  “  fit.”  The 
cabby  who  is  the  proud  possessor  of  a  four- 
wheeler  and  an  ancient-looking  steed  comes 

with  a  face  which 
tells  another  tale 
than  that  which  be¬ 
tokens  a  small  fare. 
The  coster  thrusts 
his  hands,  deep  into 
his  trousers  pockets 
and  waits  in  gloomy 
meditation.  Visions 
of  his  donkey  being 
condemned  to  death 
on  the  spot  flash 
through  his  mind, 
and  he  almost  re¬ 
grets  he  came. 

“  Guvnor — I  say, 
guvnor,  it  ain’t  a  'opeless  case,  is  it  ?  Don’t 
say  it’s  all  up  wi’  it.  Yer  see,  guvnor,  I 
couldn’t  help  but  bring  it  along.  I’m  a 
rough  ’un,  but  I’ve  got  a  ’art,  and,  there,  I 
couldn’t  stand  it  no  longer,  seein’  the  poor 
creeter  a  limpin’  along  like  that.  On’y  say 
it  ain’t  a  ’opeless  case.” 

He  will  soon  be  out  of  his  suspense,  for 
his  donkey  will  be  examined  in  its  turn. 

Not  only  is  advice  given  gratis  and  the 
animal  thoroughly  examined,  but,  should 
it  need  medicine,  or  call  for  an  operation, 
this  is  readily  done,  the  students  generally 
performing  it  under  the  superintendence  of 
one  of  the  professors. 

The  “  poor  man’s  ”  gate  has  just  been 
opened,  and  Mr.  E.  R.  Edwards,  the  hospital 
surgeon,  holds  the  bridle  of  the  first  horse  for 
examination  as  the  students  gather  round. 
One  of  the  professors  appears  upon  the 
scene,  and  asks  the  owner  what  is  the 
matter  with  his  horse. 

“  He  can  ’ardly  walk,  sir.” 

“  Lame,  eh  ?  ” 

“  I  expec’s  so,  sir.” 

“  What  are  you  ?  ” 

“  Hawks  wegetables  about,  sir.” 

The  horse  is  trotted  up  the  yard  and  back 
again.  Then  the  professor  turns  to  a 
student  and  asks  what  he  considers  is  wrong 
with  the  animal. 

“  Lame  in  both  hind  legs  ;  ” — and,  the 
student  having  diagnosed  the  case  correctly. 
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the  animal  is  walked  off  to  be  further 
treated  and  prescribed  for. 

Case  after  case  is  taken.  One  horse  that 
draws  firewood  from  seven  in  the  morning 
until  ten  or  eleven  at  night,  cannot  eat. 
Away  it  goes  for  examination,  and  the  tem¬ 
perature  of  its  pulse  is  taken.  A  lad, 
evidently  not  used  to  the  stubborn  disposi¬ 
tion  and  immovable  spirit  of  donkeys  in 
general,  has  brought  his  own,  which  he 
informs  the  professor  he  only  purchased 
the  week  afore  last.”  Now,  nothing 
under  the  sun  in  the  shape  of  argument 
with  whip  or  words  will  make  it  go  at  any 
thing  like  the  pace  which  the  man  from 
whom  he  bought  it  guaranteed.  ^ 

“  Why,  sir,  I  had  to  drag  it  here.  Ton 
my  word,  I  believe  as  ’ow  he  knew  where  I 
wL  a  takin’  ’im,  for  he  crawled  more’n  ever. 
I  thought  as  ’ow  there  might  be  something 

wrong  wi’  his  wind.” 

“  Trot  him  along,”  said  the  professor  ;  but 
the  donkey  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  inviting 
cries  of  forty  or  fifty  students  to  “  go  pn,” 
and  bravely  stood  his_  ground.  The  victor 
was  placed  on  one  side  to  be  dealt  with 

later  on.  •  u 

The  next  case  was  one  connected  with  a 

pathetic  story.  The  horse — a  poor  creature 

which  had  evidently  seen  better  days-  was 


owned  by  a  laundryman,  a  widower,  who 
had  eleven  children  to  support,  the  oldest 
of  whom  was  only  fifteen  years  of  age,  and 
the  youngest  six  months.  He  depended 
entirely  on  his  horse  to  carry  the  laundry 
round  from  house  to  house. 

The  poor  fellow  stood  quietly  by  and 
seemed  to  read  in  the  professor’s  face  and 
gather  from  his  hurried  consultation  with  a 
brother  “  vet.”  that  something  out  of  the 
common  was  the  matter  with  his^  horse. 
In  response  to  the  doctor’s  beckoning,  he 
approached  the  spot  where  the  animal  stood, 
and,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  asked  in  a  chok¬ 
ing  voice,  “  Not  an  operation,  I  hope,  sir  ?  ” 

The  professor  shook  his  head. 

Then  the  truth  flashed  upon  the  laundry- 
man’s  mind.  He  stood  dumbfounded  for  a 
moment.  The  students  ceased  their  chatter, 
and,  save  for  the  movement  of  a  horse’s 
foot  upon  the  uneven  stones,  the  yard  was 
as  still  as  the  ward  of  a  hospital  where 
human  beings  lie.  The  horse  was  con¬ 
demned  to  death  ! 

The  poor  fellow  threw  his  arms  about  the 
animal’s  neck,  and  the  horse  turned  its 
head  in  response  to  his  master’s  caresses, 
and  the  cry  which  came  from  the  man’s  heart 
could  not  have  been  more  pitiful  had  he 
been  parting  from  his  only  friend. 


The  Mirror, 

From  the  French  of  Li^o  Lesp^s. 

little  stories  wejrthe  deliX’of  thomlH  •  h?,!  T  r  “.''“If  ™-  brilliant 

been  so  great  as  it  deserves.]  ’  eyoiid  the  limits  of  his  native  country  his  fame  has  never 

LETTER  L 


OU  wish  me  to  write  to  yoiij 
my  dear  Anais- — me,  a  poor 
blind  creature  whose  hand 
moves  faltering  in  the  darkness  ?  Are  you 
not  afraid  of  the  sadness  of  my  letters 
written  as  they  are  in  gloom  ?  Have  you 

no  fear  of  the  sombre  thoughts  which  must 
beset  the  blind  ? 

Dear  Anais,  you  are  happy  ;  you  can  see. 
To  see  Oh,  to  see  !  to  be  able  to  distin- 
guish  the  blue  sky,  the  sun,  and  all  the 
ditterent^  colours — what  a  joy  !  True  I 
once  enjoyed  this  privilege,  but  when  I 
was  struck  with  blindness,  I  was  scarcely 
ten  years  old.  Now  I  am  twenty-five  It 
IS  fifteen  long  years  since  everything  around 
me  became  as  black  as  night  I  In  vain, 
dear  friend,  do  I  endeavour  to  recall  the 
wonders  of  nature.  I  have  forgotten  all 

npr  niiAc  T  i.T _  „ 


boasted  colour,  to  which  all  beautiful 
women  are  compared,  I  have  forgotten — or 

•  tu’di Sometimes  under 
this  tluck  veil  of  darkness  strange  gleams 

flit,  the  doctors  say  that  this  is  the 
rnovement  of  the  blood,  and  that  this  may 
give  some  promise  of  a  cure.  Vain  delusion  I 

r  nf"  fifteen  years  the 

lights  which  beautify  the  earth,  they  are 

never  to  be  found  again  except  in  heaven. 

I  he  other  day  I  had  a  rare  sensation.  In 
groping  in  my  room  I  put  my  hand  upon— 
ofl .  you  would  never  guess— upon  a 
mirror !  I  sat  down  in  front  of  if,  and 
arranged  my  hair  like  a  coquette.  Oh !  what 
would  I  have  given  to  be  able  to  regard 
myself!— to  know  if  I  was  nice  !— if  mv 
skin  is  as  white  as  it  is  soft,  and  if  I  have 


her  hues.  I  smell  the  scent  of  the  rose 

T  guess  its  shape  by  the  touch  •  but  its  hT  'i  ^  often  told  us  at  school  that  the 

P  y  rne  touch  ,  but  its  devil  comes  in  the  glasses  of  little  girls  who 
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look  at  themselves  too  long  !  All  I  can 
say  is,  if  he  came  in  mine  he  must  have 
been  nicely  caught— my  lord  Satan.  i 

couldn’t  have  seen  him  ’•  .  , 

You  ask  me  in  your  kind  letter,  which 
they  have  just  read  to  me,  whether  it  is  true 
that  the  failure  of  a  banker  has  ruined  my 
parents.  I  have  heard  nothing  about  it. 
No  they  are  rich.  I  am  supplied  with  every 
luxury.  Everywhere  that  my  hanci  rests 
it  touches  silk  and  velvet,  flowers  and  pre¬ 
cious  stuffs.  Our  table  is  abundant,  and 
every  day  my  taste  is  coaxed  with  dainties 
Therefore,  you  see,  Anais,  that  my  beloved 

folks  are  happily  well  off. 

Write  to  me,  my  darling,  since  you  are 
now  back  from  that  aristocratic  England, 
and  you  have  some  pity  for  the  poor  blind 


girl. 


letter  II. 


You  have  no  idea,  Anais,  what  I  am  going 
to  tell  you  !  Oh  !  you  will  laugh  as  if  you 
had  gone  crazy.  You  will  believe  that  wit 
my  sight  I  must  have  lost  my  reason.  1 

have  a  lover  !  , 

Yes,  dear  ;  I,  the  girl  without  eyes,  have 

a  wooer  as  melting  and  as  importunate  as 
the  lover  of  a  duchess.  After  this,  what  is 
to  be  said  ?  Love,  who  is  as  blind  as  blind 
can  be,  undoubtedly  owed  me  this  as  one  o 
his  own  kind. 

How  he  got  in  amongst  us^  i  dont 
know  ;  still  less,  what  he  is  going  to  do 
here.  All  I  can  tell  you  is  that  he  sat  on 
mv  left  at  dinner  the  other  day,  and  that 
he  looked  after  me  with  extreme  care  and 

This'  is  the  first  time,  I  said,  that  i 
have  had  the  honour  of  meeting  you. 

‘‘True,”  he  answered,  “  but  I  know  your 

^  “  You  are  welcome,”  I  replied,  “since  you 
know  how  to  esteem  them— my  good 

angels  !  ”  n 

“  They  are  not  the  only  people,  he  con¬ 
tinued,  softly,  “  for  whom  I  feel  affection. 

“  Oh,”  I  answered,  thoughtlessly,  then 
whom  else  here  do  you  like  ? 

“  You,”  said  he. 

“  Me  ?  What  do  you  mean  ^ 

“  That  I  love  you.” 

“Me?  You  love  ” 

“  Truly  !  Madly  !  ” 

At  these  words  I  blushed,  and  pulle 
my  scarf  over  my  shoulders.  He  sat  quite 

silent. 

“You  are  certainly  abrupt  in  your  an¬ 
nouncement.” 


“  Oh  !  it  might  be  seen  in  my  regards, 

my  gestures,  all  my  actions.”  ^  ^  . 

“  That  may  be,  but  I  am  blind.  A  blind 

girl  is  not  wooed  as  others  are,” 

“  What  do  I  care  about  the  want  of 
sight  ?  ”  said  he,  with  a  delightful  accent  of 
sincerity  ;  “what  matters  it  to  me  if  your 
eyes  are  closed  to  the  light  ?  Is  not  your 
figure  charming,  your  foot  as  tiny  as  a 
fairy’s,  your  step  superb,  your  tresses  long 
and  silky,  your  skin  of  alabaster,  your 
complexion  carmine,  and  your  hand  the 

'colour  of  the  lily  ?  ”  .  •  r  t.- 

He  had  finished  his  description  before  his 

words  ceased  sounding  in  my  ears.  So^then, 

I  had,  according  to  him,  a  beautiful  _  ngure, 
a  fairy  foot,  a  snowy  skin,  a  com^exion  like 
a  rose,  and  fair  and  silky  hair.  Oh,  Anais, 
dear  Anais,  to  other  girls  such  a  lover,  who 
describes  all  your  perfections,  is  nothing  but 
a  suitor  ;  but  to  a  blind  girl  he  is  more  than 

a  lover,  he  is  a  mirror. 

I  began  again  :  “  Am  I  really  as  pretty  as 

all  that  ?  ”  „ 

“  I  am  still  far  from  the  reality. 

“  And  what  would  you  have^  me  do  ? 

“  I  want  you  to  be  my  wife.” 

I  laughed  aloud  at  this  idea. 

“  Do  you  mean  it  ?  ”  I  cried.  “  A  mar¬ 
riage  between  the  blind  and 
between  the  day  and  the  night  .  Why,  i 
should  have  to  put  my  orange  blossoms  on 
by  groping  !  No  !  no  !  my  parents  are  rich : 
a  single  life  has  no  terrors  for  me  ;  single  I 
will  remain,  and  take  the  service  of  Diana, 
as  they  say— and  so  much^  the  worse  for  her 

if  she  is  waited  on  amiss  !  ^ 

He  went  away  without  saying  a  word 
more.  It  is  all  the  same  :  he  has  taught 
me  that  I  am  nice  I  I  don’t  know  how  it 
is  that  I  catch  myself  loving  him  a  little, 
Mr.  Mirror  mine  ! 


letter  III. 

Oh,  dear  Anais,  what  news  I  have  to  tell 
vou  '  What  sad  and  unexpected  things 
befall  us  in  this  life!  ,  As  I  tell  you  what 
has  happened  to  me,  the  tears  are  falling 

from  my  darkened  eyes. 

Several  days  after  my  conversation  with 
the  stranger  whom  I  call  my  mirror,  I  was 
walking  in  the  garden,  leaning  on  my 

mother’s  arm,  when  she  Le 

loudly  called  for.  It  seemed  to  me  that  the 
maldf  in  haste  to  find  my  mother,  betrayed 
some  agitation  in  her  voice.  ^  i  _  j 
“  What  is  the  matter,  mother  ?  I  asked 
her,  troubled  without  knowing  why. 
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“  Nothing,  love  ;  some  visitor,  no  doubt. 
In  _  our  position  we  owe  something  to 
society.’’ 

“  In  that  case,”  I  said,  embracing  her,  I 
will  not  keep  you  any  longer.  Go  and  do 
the  honours  of  the  drawing-room.” 

She  pressed  two  icy  lips  upon  my  fore¬ 
head.  Then  I  heard  her  footsteps  on  the 
gravel  path  receding  in  the  distance. 

She  had  hardly  left  me  when  I  thought 

I  heard  the  voices  of  two  neighbours _ two 

workmen — who  were  chatting  together 
thinking  they  ^ 

were  alone.  You 
know,  Anais, 
when  God  de¬ 
prives  us  of  one 
of  our  faculties, 
he  seems,  in 
order  to  console 
us,  to  make  the 
others  keener  : 
the  blind  man 
has  his  hearing 
sharper  than  his 
whose  gaze  can 
traverse  space.  I 
did  not  lose  a 
word  of  their  re¬ 
marks,  although 
they  spoke  in  a 
low  tone.  And 
this  is  what  they 
said  : 

“  Poor  things  ! 
how  sad  I  The 
brokers  in 
again  !  ” 

‘‘And  the  girl 
has  not  the  least 
suspicion.  She 
never  guesses  that 
they  take  advan¬ 
tage  of  her  loss 
of  sight  to  make 
her  happy.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  }  ” 

TTere  isn’t  any  doubt  about  it.  All 
that  her  hand  touches  is  of  mahogany  or 
velvet  ;  only  the  velvet  has  grown  shabby 
and  the  mahogany  has  lost  its  lustre.  At 
table  she  enjoys  the  most  delicious  dishes 
without  dreaming,  in  her  innocence,  that 
the  domestic  misery  is  kept  concealed  from 
her,  and  that  alongside  of  that  very  table 
her  father  and  mother  seldom  have  anv- 
thmg  except  dry  bread.” 

can  understand  my 
agony  !  They  have  practised  on  me  for 


HEARD 


ray  happiness  ;  they  have  made  me  live  in 
luxury  amidst  my  darkness— and  me  alone 
Oh  !  marvellous  devotion.  All  the  wealth 
which  a  most  grateful  heart  can  ©ffer  can- 
not  pay  this  everlasting  debt. 

LETTER  IV. 

I  HAVE  not  told  anyone  that  I  have 
guessed  this  sad  yet  charming  secret.  My 
mother  would  be  overwhelmed  to  learn  that 
dll  her  trouble  to  conceal  her  poverty  from 

me  has  been  use¬ 
less.  I  still  affect 
a  firm  belief  in 
the  flourishing 
condition  of  our 
house.  But  I 
am  determined 
to  save  it. 

M.  de  Sauves, 
as  my  lover  is 
called,  came  to 
see  me — and  may 
Heaven  forgive 
me  ! — I  set  my¬ 
self  to  play  the 
coquette  with 
him. 

So  I  said  : 
“Have  you  still 
the  same  esteem 
for  me  ?  ” 

“  Yes,”  said  he. 

“  I  love  you  be¬ 
cause  you  are 
beautiful  with  the 
noblest  beauty, 
which  is  pure  and 
modest.” 

“And  my 
figure  ?  ” 

“  As  exquisite 
VOICES.”  and  graceful  as  a 

vine.” 

“  Ah  !  and  my  forehead  ?  ” 

Large,  and  smooth  as  the  ivory  which 
it  outshines.” 

“  Really  ?  ”  And  I  began  to  laugh. 

“  What  makes  you  so  merry  ?  ” 

An  idea — that  you  are  my  mirror.  I  see 
myself  reflected  in  your  words.” 

“  Dearest,  I  would  that  it  might  be  so 
always.” 

“Would  you  agree,  then - ?  ” 


To  be  your  faithful  mirror,  to  reflect 
your  qualities,  your  virtues.  Consent  to 
be  my  wife.  I  have  some  fortune  ; 
you  shall  want  for  nothing,  and  I  wijl 
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strive  with  all  my  power  to  make  you 
happy.” 

At  these  words  I  thought  of  my  poor 
parents,  whom  my  marriage  would  relieve 
of  an  enormous  burden. 

“  If  I  consent  to  marry  you,”  I  answered, 
“  your  self-love,  as  a  man,  would  suffer.  I 
could  not  see  you.” 

“Alas  !  ”  he  cried,  “I  owe  you  a  confession.” 

“  Go  on,”  I  said. 

“  I  am  a  graceless  child  of  nature.  I  have 
neither  charm  of  countenance,  nor  dignity 
of  carriage.  To  crown  my  misfortune,  a 
scourge,  nowadays  made  powerless  by  the 
art  of  vaccination,  has  mercilessly  scarred 
my  features.  In  marrying  a  blind  girl, 
therefore,  I  show  that  I  am  selfish  and  with¬ 
out  humility.” 

I  held  out  my  hand  to  him. 

“  I  don’t  know  whether  you  are  too  hard 
on  yourself,  but  I  believe  you  to  be  good 
and  true.  Take  me,  then,  such  as  I  am. 
Nothing,  at  any  rate,  will  turn  my  thoughts 
from  yours.  Your  love  will  be  an  oasis  in 
the  desert  of  my  night.” 

Am  I  doing  right,  or  wrong  ?  I  know 
not,  dear  Ana'is,  but  I  am  going  to  my 
parents’  rescue.  Perhaps,  in  my  groping,  [ 
have  found  the  right  way. 

LETTER  V. 

I  THANK  you  for  your  kind  friendliness, 
for  the  compliments  and  congratulations 
with  which  your  letter  is  filled. 

Yes,  I  have  been  married  for  two  months, 
and  I  am  the  happiest  of  women.  I  have 
nothing  to  desire  ;  idolised  by  my  husband, 
and  adored  by  my  parents,  who  have  not 
left  me,  I  do  not  regret  my  infirmity,  since 
Edmond  sees  for  both  of  us. 

The  day  I  was  married,  my  mirror — as  I 
call  him — reflected  complacently  my  bridal 
pomp.  Thanks  to  it,  I  knew  that  my  veil 
was  nicely  made,  and  that  my  wreath  of 
orange-blossoms  was  not  all  on  one  side. 
What  could  a  Venetian  mirror  have  done 
more  ?  ” 

In  the  evening  we  walk  out  together  in 
the  gardens,  and  he  makes  me  admire  the 
flowers  by  their  perfume,  the  birds  by  their 
song,  the  fruit  by  its  taste  and  its  soft 
touch.  Sometimes  we  go  to  the  theatre, 
and  there,  too,  he  reproduces,  by  his  wit,  all 
that  my  closed  eyes  cannot  see.  Oh  !  what 
does  his  ugliness  matter  to  me  ?  I  no 
longer  know  what  is  beautiful,  or  what  is 
ugly,  but  I  do  know  what  is  kind  and  loving. 

Farewell,  then,  dear  Anal’s,  rejoice  in  my 
happiness, 


LETTER  VI, 

I  AM  a  mother,  Anais,  the  mother  of  a 
little  girl,  and  I  can’t  see  her  !  They  say 
she  looks  sweet  enough  to  eat.  They  make 
out  that  she  is  a  living  miniature  of  me, 
and  I  can’t  admire  her  !  Oh,  how  mighty 
is  a  mother’s  love  !  I  have  borne  without 
a  murmur  not  to  look  upon  the  blue  of 
heaven,  the  glamour  of  the  flowers,  the 
features  of  my  husband,  of  my  parents,  of 
those  who  love  me  ;  but  it  seems  that  I  can¬ 
not  bear  with  resignation  not  to  see  my 
child  !  Oh,  if  the  black  band  which  covers 
my  sight  would  fall  for  a  minute,  a  second 
only  ;  if  I  could  look  at  her  as  one  looks 
at  the  vanishing  lightning,  I  should  be 
happy— I  should  be  proud  for  the  remainder 
of  my  life  ! 

Edmond  this  time  cannot  be  my  mirror. 
It  is  in  vain  that  he  tells  me  that  my  cherub 
has  fair  curly  hair,  great  wayward  eyes,  and 
a  vermilion  smile.  What  good  is  that  to  me  ? 
I  cannot  see  my  little  darling  when  she 
stretches  out  her  arms  to  me  ! 

LETTER  Vn. 

AIy  husband  is  an  angel.  Do  you  know 
what  he  is  doing  ?  He  has  had  me  caretl 
for  during  the  past  year  v/ithout  my  know¬ 
ing  it.  He  wishes  to  restore  the  light  to 
me,  and  the  doctor  is — himself  ! — he  who  for 
my  sake  has  adopted  a  profession  from 
which  his  sensibility  recoils. 

“  Angel  of  my  life,”  he  said  to  me  yester¬ 
day,  “  do  you  know  what  I  hope  ?  ” 

“  Is  it  possible  ?  ” 

“Yes  ;  those  lotions  which  I  made  you 
use  under  the  pretext  that  they  would 
beautify  the  skin,  were  really  preparations 
for  an  operation  of  a  very  different  import¬ 
ance.” 

“  What  operation  ?  ” 

“  For  the  cure  of  cataract.” 

“  Will  not  your  hand  tremble  ?  ” 

“  No  ;  my  hand  will  be  sure,  for  my 
heart  will  be  devoted.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  I,  embracing  him,  “  you  are 
not  a  man,  you  are  a  ministering  angel.” 

“Ah!”  he  said,  “kiss  me  once  more, 
dearest.  Let  me  enjoy  these  last  few 
moments  of  illusion.” 

“  What  do  you  mean,  dear  ?  ” 

“  That  soon,  with  the  help  of  God,  you 
will  regain  your  sight.” 

“  And  then - ?  ” 

“  Then  you  will  see  me  as  I  am  -small, 
insignificant,  and  ugly.” 

At  these  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  a 
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flash  shot  through  my  darkness  :  it  was  my 
imagination  which  was  kindling  like  a 
torch. 

“  Edmond,  dearest,”  I  said  rising,  “  if  you 
do  not  trust  my  love,  if  you  think  that, 
whatever  your  face  may  be,  I  am  not  your 
willing  slave,  leave  me  in  my  nothingness, 
in  my  eternal  night.” 

He  answered  nothing,  but  pressed  my 

hand.  ^ 

The  operationymy’  mother  told  me,  might 

be  attempted  in  ^  month. 

I  called  to  mind  the  details  which  I  had 
asked  about  my  husband.  Mamma  had 
told  me  that  he  was  marked  by  small-pox  ; 
papa  maintains  that  his  hair  is  very  thin  : 
Nicette,  our  servant,  will  have  it  that  he  is 
old. 

To  be  marked  by  the  small-pox  is 
to  be  the  victim  of  an  accident.  To  be 
bald  is  a  sign  of  intellectual  power  : 
so  said  Lavater.  But  to  be  old— that  is 
a  pity.  And  then,  if,  unfortunately,  in 
the  course  of  nature,  he  were  to  die  be¬ 
fore  me,  I  should  have  less  time  to  love 
him. 

In  fact,  AnaiSj  if  you  remember  the 
stories  in  the  fairy  book  which  we  read 
together,  you  with  eyes  and  voice,  I  in 
heart  and  spirit,  you  will  admit  that  I 
am  rather  in  the  interesting  situation  of 
“The  Beauty  and  the  Beast,”  without 
having  the  resource  of  the  transformation 
miracle.  Meanwhile,  pray  for  me  ;  for, 
with  God’s  help,  who  knows  whether  I 
shall  not  soon  be  able  to  read  your  precious 


LAST  LETTER. 

Oh,  my  friend,  don’t  look  a.t  the  end  of 
this  letter  before  you  have  read  the  begin¬ 
ning.  Take  your  share  of  my  griefs,  my 
vicissitudes,  and  my  joys,  by  following  their 
natural  course. 

The  operation  took  place  a  fortnight 
ago.  A  trembling  hand  was  placed 
upon  my  eyes.  I  uttered  two  piercing 
cries;  then  I  seemed  to  see  day,  light, 
colour,  sun.  Then  instantaneously  a 
bandage  was  replaced  upon  my  burning 
forehead.  I  was  cured  !  only  a  little 
patience  and  a  little  courage  were  required. 
Edmond  had  restored  me  to  the  sweetness 
of  life. 

But,  must  I  confess  it  ?  I  did  a  foolish 
thing.  I  disobeyed  my  doctor— he  will  not 
know  it  :  besides,  there  is  no  danger  in  my 
rashness  now.  They  had  brought  me  my 
little  one  to  kiss.  Nicette  was  holding  her 
in  her  lap.  The  child  said  in  her  soft  voice, 
“  Mamma  !  ”  I  could  resist  no  longer.  I 
tore  off  the  bandage. 

“  My  child  !  oh,  how  lovely  she  is  !  ”  I 
cried  out.  “  I  see  her  !  oh,  I  see  her  !  ” 

Nicette  quickly  put  the  bandage  on 
again.  But  I  was  no  longer  lonely  in  the 
darkness.  This  cherub  face,  restored  by 
memory,  from  that  moment  lighted  up  my 
night. 

Yesterday  my  mother  came  to  dress  me. 
We  were  long  over  my  toilette.  I  had  on 
a  beautiful  silk  dress,  a  lace  collar,  my  hair 
dressed  d  la  Marie  Stuart.  When  my 
arrangements  were  complete,  my  mother 

said  to  me  : — 

“  Take  off  the  band¬ 
age.” 

I  obeyed,  and  though 
only  a  twilight  prevailed 
in  the  room,  I  thought 
that  I  had  never  seen 
anything  so  beautiful.  1 
pressed  to  my  heart  my 
mother,  my  father,  and 
my  child. 

“You  have  seen,”  said 
my  father,  “  every  body 
but  yourself.” 

“And  my  husband,”  I 
cried  out,  “  where  is  my 
husband  ?  ” 

“  He  is  hiding,”  said 
my  mother. 

Then  I  remembered  his 
ugliness,  his  attire,  his  thin 
hair,  and  his  scarred  face. 

.  .X  .  .  *  ' 
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“  Poor  dear  Edmond,”  I  said,  “  let  him 
come  to  me.  He  is  more  beautiful  than 
Adonis.” 

“  While  we  are  waiting  for  your  lord 
and  master,”  mamma  answered,  “  admire 
yourself ;  look  in  the  glass.  You  may 
admire  yourself  for  a  long  time  without 
blame,  if  you  are  to  make  up  for  lost 
time.” 

I  obeyed  ;  a  little  from  vanity,  a  little 
from  curiosity.  What  if  I  was  ugly  ?  What 
if  my  plainness,  like  my  poverty,  had  been 
concealed  from  me  ?  They  led  me  to  my 
pier-glass.  I  uttered  a  cry  of  joy. 

With  my  slender  figure,  my  com¬ 
plexion  like  a  rose,  my  eyes  a  little 
dazed,  and  like  two  shimmering 
sapphires,  I  was  charming.  Never¬ 
theless,  I  could  not  look  at  myselt 
quite  at  my  ease,  for 
the  glass  was  trembling 
without  cessation,  and 
my  image  reflected  on 
its  brilliant  surface 
seemed  as  if  it  danced 
for  joy.  / 

I  looked  behind  the 
glass  to  see  what  made 
it  tremble. 

A  young  man  came 
out — a  fine  young  man, 
with  large  black  eyes 
and  striking  figure, 
whose  coat  was  adorned 
by  the  rosette  of  the 
Legion  of  Honour.  I 
blushed  to  think  that 
I  had  been  so  foolish  in 
in  the  presence  of  a 
stranger. 

“Just  look,”  said  my  mother  to  me, 
without  taking  any  notice  of  him,  “how 
fair  you  are  ;  like  a  white  rose.” 

“  Mamma  !  ”  I  cried. 

“  Only  look  at  these  white  arms,”  and 
she  pulled  my  sleeves  above  the  elbow 
without  the  smallest  scruple. 

“  But,  mamma,”  I  said,  “  what  are  you 
thinking  of,  before  a  stranger  !  ” 

“  A  stranger  ?  it  is  a  mirror.” 

“  I  don’t  me^n  the  glass,  but  this  young 


gentleman  who  was  behind  it,  like  a  lover 
in  a  comedy.” 

“  Eh  !  goose,”  cried  my  father,  “  you 
need  not  be  so  bashful.  It  is  your  husband.” 

“  Edmond  !  ”  I  cried  out,  and  made  a  step 
forward  to  embrace  him. 

Then  I  fell  back.  He  was  so  beautiful  I 
I  was  so  happy  !  Blind,  I  had  loved  in  con¬ 
fidence.  What  made  my  heart  beat  now 
was  a  new  love,  swollen  by  the  generosity 
of  this  truly  noble  man,  who  had  ordered 
everyone  to  say  that  he  was  ugly,  in  order 
to  console  me  for  my  blindness 
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Edmond  fell  at  my  knees.  Mamma  put 
me  in  his  arms,  as  she  wiped  away  her  tears. 

“  How  lovely  you  are,”  said  my  husband 
to  me,  in  an  ecstasy. 

“  Flatterer  !  ”  I  answered,  looking  down 
at  him. 

“No,  when  I  alone  was  your  mirror  I 
always  told  you  so — and  see  !  my  colleague, 
here,  whom  you  have  just  consulted,  is  of 
the  same  opinion,  and  declares  that  I  am 
riffht 


Fac-simile  of  the  N'ofes  of  a  Semnon  by  Cardinal  Manning. 


By  the  kindness  of  Cardinal  Manning,  we  are  able  to  present  our  readers  with  a  fac-simile  of  the 
Cardinal’s  synopsis  of  a  sermon  on  Charity,  preached  on  the  9th  of  July,  1890,  in  the  chapel  of  the  Sistps 
of  Charity,  Carlisle  Place,  Westminster.  The  fac-simile  shows  the  Cardinal’s  handwriting  at  the  age  of  83, 
and  also  his  peculiar  method  of  jotting  down  his  notes  on  long,  narrow  slips,  two  of  which  are  here  given  to 
a  page»  These  notes  are  for  a  sermon  of  an  hour’s  duration. 
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The  Qiieeii  of  Spades. 

Translated  from  the  Russian  of  Alexander  Pushkin. 


[Alexander  Sergeivitch  Pushkin,  the  first  of  the  great  Russian  writers,  was  born  at  Moscow 
on  Ascension  Day,  1799-  His  father  was  a  Russian  nobleman,  an  officer,  a  courtier,  and  a  wit,  but  so 
fiery-tempered  that  he  threw  up  his  commission  in  a  rage  at  being  reprimanded  on  parade  for  having  used  his 
cane  to  poke  the  fire.  Pushkin’s  mother  was  the  granddaughter  of  a  negro  slave  named  Abraham  Hannibal, 
whom  Peter  the  Great  had  made  a  favourite  and  at  last  had  raised  to  be  an  admiral — a  piece  of  history  stranger 
than  romance.  Pushkin’s  African  descent  was  visible  in  his  appearance — in  his  crisp  black  hair,  his  irregular 
though  mobile  features,  and  his  swarthy  skin.  At  school  .he  hated  wmrk — his  sums  always  made  him  cry — • 
and  he  was  the  ringleader  in  every  prank.  When  scarcely  yet  of  age  he  wrote  an  “  Ode  to  Liberty,”  for 
which  he  was  condemned  to  exile  in  Bessarabia.  There  for  some  years  he  continued  to  pour  forth  the  lofty, 
fiery,  and  romantic  poems  which  have  caused  him  to  be  termed  the  Byron  of  the  North.  Besides  his  poems 
Pushkin  also  wrote  a  striking  volume  of  prose  stories,  from  which  “  The  Queen  of  Spades  ”  is  taken.  When 
Nicholas  was  crowned  he  was  recalled  to  Court,  and  in  1831  he  married.  For  five  years  he  lived  in  happiness  ; 
but  the  husband  of  his  wife’s  sister,  who  was  named  George  Danthes,  preferred  the  wife  of  Pushkin  to  his  own. 
Pushkin,  who  was  as  jealous  as  Othello,  challenged  Danthes  to  a  duel.  On  the  29th  of  January,  1837,  the 
brothers-in-law  met  with  pistols  at  six  paces,  and  Pushkin  was  shot  through  the  body.  Two  days  afterwards 
he  breathed  his  last.  Pie  was  buried,  at  his  own  desire,  at  a  monastery  near  his  early  home,  where  his  grave 
is  still  denoted  by  a  cross  of  marble,  bearing  simply  the  initials  A.  S.  P.] 


HERE  was  a 
card  party  at 
the  rooms  of 
Naroumoff,  a 
lieutenant  in  the 
Horse  Guards.  A 
long  winter  night 
had  passed  un¬ 
noticed,  and  it 
was  five  o’clock  in  the  morning  when 
supper  was  served.  The  winners  sat  down 
to  table  with  an  excellent  appetite  ;  the 
losers  let  their  plates  remain  empty  bel 
fore  them.  Little  by  little,  however,  with 


The  Queen  of  Spades  denotes  ill-luck. 

Complete  Fortune-Teller. 


the  assistance  of  the  champagne,  the  con¬ 
versation  became  animated,  and  was  shared 
by  all. 

“  How  did  you  get  on  this  evening, 
Surin  ?  ”  said  the  host  to  one  of  his  friends. 

“  Oh,  I  lost,  as  usual.  I  really  have  no 
luck.  I  play  mirandole.  You  know  that  I 
keep  cool.  Nothing  moves  me  ;  I  never 
change  my  play,  and  yet  I  always  lose.” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  all  ithe  evening 
you  did  not  once  back  the  red  ?  Your 
firmness  of  character  surprises  me.” 

“What  do  you  think  of  Hermann  ?  ”  said 
one  of  the  party,  pointing  to  a  young 
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Engineer  officer.  “  That  fellow  never  made 
a  bet  or  touched  a  card  in  his  life,  and  yet 
he  watches  us  playing  until  five  in  the 
morning.^’ 

“  It  interests  me,”  said  Hermann  ;  but 
T  am  not  disposed  to  risk  the  necessary  in 
view  of  the  superfluous.” 

“  Hermann  is  a  German,  and  economical  ; 
that  is  the  whole  of  the  secret,”  cried 
Tomski.  “  But  what  is  really  astonishing 
is  the  Countess  Anna  Fedotovna  !  ” 

“  How  so  ?  ”  asked  several  voices.  ^ 

Have  you  not  remarked,”  said  domski, 
that  she  never  plays  ?  ” 


“the  old  magician  c.\me  at  once.’ 

“Yes,”  said  Naroumoff,  “a  woman  of 
eighty,  who  never  touches  a  card  ;  that  is 
indeed  something  extraordinary  !  ” 

“You  do  not  know  why  ?  ” 

“  No  ;  is  there  a  reason  for  it  ?  ” 

“  Just  listen.  My  grandmother,  you 
know,  some  sixty  years  ago,  went  to  Paris, 
and  became  the  rage  there.  People  ran 
after  her  in  the  streets,  and  called  her  the 
‘Muscovite  Venus.’  Richelieu  made  love 
to  her,  and  my  grandmother  makes  out 
that,  by  her  rigorous  demeanour,  she 
almost  drove  him  to  suicide.  In  those 
days  women  used  to  play  at  faro.  One 
evening  at  the  Court  she  lost,  on  parole^  to 


the  Duke  of  Orleans,  a  very  considerable 
sum.  When  she  got  home,  my  grand¬ 
mother  removed  her  beauty-spots,  took  off 
her  hoops,  and  in  this  tragic  costume  went 
to  my  grandfather,  told  him  of  her  mis¬ 
fortune,  and  asked  him  for  the  money  she 
had  to  pay.  My  grandfather,  now  no  more, 
Avas,  so  to  say,  his  Avife’s  stCAvard.  He 
feared  her  like  fire  ;  but  the  sum  she  named 
made  him  leap  into  the  air.  He  flevA^  into  a 
rage,  made  a  brief  calculation,  and  proved 
to  my  grandmother  that  in  six  months  she 
had  got  through  half  a  million  roubles.  He 
told  her  plainly  that  he  had  no  villages  to 
sell  in  Paris,  his  domains  being  situated  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Moscoav  and  of  Sara- 
toff ;  and  finally  refused  point  blank.  You 
may  imagine  the  fury  of  my  grandmother. 
She  boxed  his  ears,  and  passed  the  night  in 
another  room. 

“  The  next  day  she  returned  to  the  charge. 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  con¬ 
descended  to  arguments  and  ex¬ 
planations.  In  A^ain  did  she  try  to 
proA^e  to  her  husband  that  there 
Avere  debts  and  debts,  and  that  she 
could  not  treat  a  Prince  of  the 
blood  like  her  coachmaker. 

“All  this  eloquence  AA^as^lost. 
My  grandfather  AA^as  inflexible.  My 
grandmother  did  not  knoAV  AAffiere 
to  turn.  Happily  she  AA^as  ac¬ 
quainted  AAuth  a  man  Avho  Avas  very 
celebrated  at  this  time.  You  haA^e  heard  of 
the  Count  of  St.  Germain,  about  Avhom  so 
many  marvellous  >  stories  AA^ere  told.  You 
knoAv  that  he  passed  for  a  sort  of  Wander- 
ing  JeAv,  and  that  he  Avas  said  to  possess  an 
elixir  of  life  and  the  philosopher’s  stone. 

“  Some  people  laughed  at  him  as  a  charla¬ 
tan.  CasanoA^a,  in  his  memoirs,  says  that 
he  AA^as  a  spy.  HoAvever  that  may  be,  in 
spite  of  the  mystery  of  his  life,  St.  Germain 
Avas  much  sought  after  in  good  society,  and 
Avas  really  an  agreeable  man.  EA^en  to  this 
day  my  grandmother  has  preserA^ed  a 
genuine  affection  for  him,  and  she  becomes 
quite  angry  Avhen  anyone  speaks  of  him  Avith 
disrespect. 

“It  occurred  to  her  that  he  might  be  able' 
to  advance  the  sum  of  Avhich  she  AA^as  in 
need,  and  she  Avrote  a  note  begging  him  to 
call.  The  old  magician  came  at  once,  and 
found  her  plunged  in  the  deepest  despair. 
In  tAvo  or  three  AAX)rds  she  told  him  every¬ 
thing  ;  related  to  him  her  misfortune  and 
the  cruelty  of  her  husband,  adding  that  she 
had  no  hope  except  in  his  friendship  and 
his  obliging  disposition. 
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“  ‘  Madam,'  said  St.  Germain,  after  a  few 
moments’  reflection,  ‘  I  could  easily  ad¬ 
vance  you  the  money  you  ^vant,  but  I  am 
sure  that  you  would  have  no  rest  until  you 
had  repaid  me,  and  I  do  not  \vant  to  get 
you  out  of  one  trouble  in  order  to  place 
you  in  another.  There  is  another  way  of 
settling  the  matter.  You  must  regain  the 
money  you  have  lost.’ 

“  ‘  But,  my  dear  friend,’  answered  my 
grandmother,  ‘  I  have  already  told  you  that 
I  have  nothing  left.’ 

‘‘‘That  does  not  matter,’ 

Germain.  ‘  Listen 
to  me,  and  I  will 
explain.’ 

‘‘  He  then  com¬ 
municated  to  her 
a  secret  which  any 
of  you  would,  I  am 
sure,  give  a  good 
deal  to  possess.” 

All  the  young 
officers  gave  their 
full  attention. 

Tomski  stopped  to 
light  his  Turkish 
pipe,  swallowed  a 
mouthful  of  smoke, 
and  then  went  on. 

“That  very 
evening  my  grand¬ 
mother  went  to 
Versailles  to  play 
at  the  Queen’s 
table.  The  Duke 
of  Orleans  held 
the  bank.  My 
grandmother  in¬ 
vented  a  little  story 
by  way  of  excuse 
for  not  having 
paid  her  debt,  and 
then  sat  down  at 
the  table,  and 
began  to  stake. 

She  took  three  cards.  She  won  with  the 
first  ;  doubled  her  stake  on  the  second,  and 
won  again  ;  doubled  on  the  third,  and  still 
won.” 

“  Mere  luck  !  ”  said  one  of  the  young 
officers. 

“  What  a  tale  !  ”  cried  Hermann. 

“  Were  the  cards  marked  ?  ”  said  a  third. 

“I  don’t  think  so,”  replied  Tomski, 
gravely. 

“  And  you  mean  to  say,”  exclaimed 
Naroumoff,  “  that  you  have  a  grandmother 
who  knows  the  names  of  three  winning 


cards,  and  you  have  never  made  her  tell 
them  to  you  ?  ” 

“  That  is  the  very  deuce  of  it,”  answered 
Tomski.  “  She  had  three  sons,  of  whom 
my  father  was  one  ;  all  three  were  deter¬ 
mined  gamblers,  and  not  one  of  them  was 
able  to  extract  her  secret  from  her,  though 
it  would  have  been  of  immense  advantage 
to  them,  and  to  me  also.  Listen  to  what 
my  uncle  told  me  about  it.  Count  Ivan 


Hitch,  and  he  told  me  on  his  word  of 
honour. 

“  Tchaplitzki— -the  one  you  remember  wdio 
died  in  poverty  after  devouring  millions — 
lost  one  day,  when  he  was  a  young  man,  to 
Zoritch  about  three  hundred  thousand 
roubles.  He  was  in  despair.  My  grand¬ 
mother,  who  had  no  mercy  for  the  extrava¬ 
gance  of  young  men,  made  an  exception — 
I  do  not  know  why — in  favour  of  Tchap- 
litzki.  She  gave  him  three  cards,  telling 
him  to  play  them  one  after  the  other,  and 
exacting  from  him  at  the  same  time  his 


t)0 


word  of  honour  that  he  would  never  after¬ 
wards  touch  a  card  as  long  as  he  lived 
Accordingly  Tchaplitzki  went  to  Zoritcii 
and  asked  for  his  revenge.  On  the  first 
card  he  staked  fifty  thousand  roubles  He 
won  doubled  the  stake,  and  won  agaTn 
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won, 

Continuing  his  system  he  ended  by  gaining 
more  than  he  had  lost.  ^  ^  ^ 

^ f  ^  u  o’clock  I  It  is  really  time 
to  ^o  to  bed.”  ^ 

br^g®''y°"®  emptied  his  glass  and  the  party 
CHAPTER  II. 

The  old  Countess  Anna  Fedotovna  was  in 
her  dressmg-rooni,  seated  before  her  looking- 

la  rnaids  were  in  attendance. 
One  held  her  pot  of  rouge,  another  a  box  of 

wdl,^  uu  enemous  lace  cap, 

with  flaming  ribbons.  The  Countess  had 

no  longer  the  slightest  pretence  to  beauty, 

“  habits  of  her 

youth.  She  dressed  in  the  style  of  fifty  years 

before,  and  gave  as  much  time  and  attention 
to  her  toilet  as  a  fashionable  beauty  of  the 
ast  century.  Her  companion  was  working 
at  a  frame  in  a  corner  of  the  window. 

Crood  morning,  grandmother,”  said  the 

ronm^  °r  a’  entered  the  dressing- 

room  Good  morning.  Mademoiselle  LisI 

fSour"  ’  you  a 

“What  is  k,  Paul  ?  ” 

“I  want  to  introduce  to  you  one  of  mv 
friends  and  to  ask  you  to  gi4  him  an  invh 
tation  to  your  ball.” 

“Bring  him  to  the  ball  and  introduce 

th“pLTessS” 

M.demo»lfc  Ekliki  wa,  durminr."  *' 

rlifflr  nephew,  you  are  really  not 

fficult  to  please.  As  to  beauty,  you  should 

£ia?:tro'’"  grandmother,  pZfs 
th  D  f  ^fro^a.  But  she  must  be  very  old 
the  Princess  Daria  Petrovna  !  ”  ’ 

How  do  you  mean  old .?  ”  cried  Tomct; 
t  OTg  tlessly  ;  “  she  died  seven  years  ago.” 

raised  her  "if  ^®*'®'^  companion 

rmsed  her  head  and  made  a  sign  to  the 

officer,  who  then  remembered  that  h 

was  an  understood  thing  to  conceal  from 

the  Princess  the  death  of  any  of  her  cmr- 

temporanes.  He  bit  his  lips.  The  Countess 

hSrinTth'IlV“'  ’m  ‘^'^‘"rbed  on 

in  th^woi  M.''"  '°"g®t 

“  Dead  !  ”  she  said,  “  and  I  never  knew  it  ! 


We  were  maids  of  honour  in  the  same  year 
and  when  we  were  presented,  the  Empress  ” 
and  the  old  Countess  related  for  the 
hundredth  time  an  anecdote  of  her  young 
days.  Paul,”  she  said,  as  she  finish^  he? 

story,  hey  me  to  get  up.  Lisabeta,  where 
IS  my  snuff-box  .r'  ”  j  ^ 

by  the  three  maids,  she 
went  behind  a  great  screen  to  finish  her 

toilet.  Tomski  was  now  alone  with  the 
companion. 

Who  IS  the  gentleman  you  wish  to  in- 
troduce  to  madame  ?  ”  asked  Lisabeta. 
Naroumoff.^  Do  you  know  him  ?  ” 

INo.  Is  he  in  the  armv  ?  ” 

“Yes.” 

“In  the  Engineers  ” 

“  No,  in  the  Dorse  Guards.  Why  did 

W^^hmk  he  was  in  the  Engineers  ^  ” 

Ihe  young  lady  smiled,  but  made  no 
answer. 

Paul,”  cried  the  Countess  from  behind 
the  screen,  send  me  a  new  novel  ;  no 
matter  what.  Only  see  that  it  is  not  in  the 
style  of  the  present  day.” 

mmhlr^?”  g^and- 

npillf  "u  *®  bero  strapgles 

whiVh  b’®  mother,  and  in 

whiy  no  one  gets  drowned.  Nothing 

Kned.  ’‘^®^ 

a  hook  YY  possible  to  find  you  such 
a  book  Do  you  want  it  in  Russian  ” 

Are  there  any  novels  in  Russian  .?  How- 

ever  send  me  something  or  other.  You 
won’t  forget  ?  ”  •  wu 

.  ^  forget,  grandmother.  I  am 

ma^df  Lisabeta.  What 

made  you  fancy  Naroumoff  was  in  the 

ngmeers.  and  Tomski  took  his  de¬ 
parture. 

Lisabeta,  left  alone,  took  out  her  em¬ 
broidery,  and  sat  down  close  to  the  window 

Immediately  afterwards,  in  the  street,  ai 
the  corner  of  a  neighbouring  house,  ap- 

made  the  companion  blush  to  her  ears. 

S  e  lowered  her  head,  and  almost  concealed 

P  canvas.  At  this  moment  the 

ComUess  returned,  fully  dressed. 

Dut  nf'^®  “  b'^^'e  the  horses 

put  111  we  will  go  out  for  a  drive.” 

isabeta  rose  from  her  chair,  and  began 
to  arrange  her  embroidery. 

and  tlluC^  ’  ^''®  beaf .?  Go 

“  I  am  ™  to  put  the  horses  in  at  once.” 

1  am  going,”  replied  the  youncr  kdv 
as  she  went  out  into  the  ante-chamblr. 
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A  -servant  now  came  in,  bringing  some 
books  from  Prince  Paul  Alexandrovitch. 

“  Say,  I  am  much  obliged  to  him.  Lisa- 
beta  !  Lisabeta  !  Where  has  she  run  off 
to?” 

“  I  was  going  to  dress.” 

“  We  have  plenty  of  time,  my  dear.  Sit 
down,  take  the  first  volume,  and  read  to 


me. 


The  companion  took  the  book  and  read 
a  few  lines. 

“  Louder,”  said  the 
Countess.  “  What  is  the 
matter  with  you  ?  Have 
you  a  cold  ?  Wait  a 
moment,  bring  me  that 
stool.  A  little  closer  ; 
that  will  do.” 

Lisabeta  read  two  pages 
of  the  book. 

“  Throw  that 
stupid  book 
away,”  said  the 
Countess.  “  What 
nonsense  !  Send 
it  back  to  Prince 
Paul,  and  tell  him 
I  am  much  obliged 
to  him  ;  and  the 
carriage,  is  it  never 
coming  ?  ” 


“  What  do  yolt  know  about  it  ?  Open 
the  ventilator.  Just  what  I  told  you  !  A 
frightful  wind,  and  as  icy  as  can  be.  Un¬ 
harness  the  horses.  Lisabeta,  my  child,  we 
will  not  go  out  to-day.  It  was  scarcely 
worth  while  to  dress  so  much.” 

“What  an  existence!”  said  the  com¬ 
panion  to  herself. 

Lisbeta  Ivanovna  was,  in  fact,  a  most  un¬ 


u 


Here  it  is 


replied  Lisabeta, 
going  to  the  win¬ 
dow. 

“  And  now  you 
are  not  dressed. 

Why  do  you  al¬ 
ways  keep  me 
waitinsf  ?  It  is  intolerable  !  ” 

O 

Lisabeta  ran  to  her  room. 

She  had  scarcely  been  there 
two  minutes  when  the  Count¬ 
ess  rang  with  all  her  might. 

Her  maids  rushed  in  at  one 
door  and  her  valet  at  the 
other. 

“  You  do  not  seem  to  hear 
me  when  I  ring,”  she  cried. 

“  Go  and  tell  Lisabeta  that  I  am  waiting 
for  her.” 

At  this  moment  Lisabeta  entered,  wearing; 
a  new  walking  dress  and  a  fashionable  bonnet. 

“  At  last,  miss,”  cried  the  Countess.  “  But 
what  is  that  you  have  got  on  ?  and  why  ? 
For  whom  are  you  dressing  ?  What  sort  of 
weather  is  it  ?  Quite  stormy,  I  believe.” 

“No,  your  Excellency,”  said  the  valet  ; 
“it  is  exceedingly  fine.” 


PAUL  AND  LISABETA, 


happy  creature.  “  The  bread  of  the  stranger 
is  bitter,”  says  Dante,  “and  his  staircase 
hard  to  climb.”  But  who  can  tell  the  tor¬ 
ments  of  a  poor  little  companion  attached 
to  an  old  lady  of  quality  ?  The  Countess 
had  all  the  caprices  of  a  woman  spoilt  by  the 
world.  She  was  avaricious  and  egotistical, 
and  thought  all  the  more  of  herself  now  that 


/ 


92 


THE  STRAND  MAGAEINE. 


she  had  ceased  to  play  an  active  part  in 
society.  She  never  missed  a  ball,  and  she 
dressed  and  painted  in  the  style  of  a  bygone 
age.  She  remained  in  a  corner  of  the 
room,  where  she  seemed  to  have  been  placed 
expressly  to  serve  as  a  scarecrow.  Every 
one  on  coming  in  went  to  her  and  made 
her  a  low  bow,  but  this  ceremony  once  at 
an  end  no  one  spoke  a  word  to  her.  She 
received  the  whole  city  at  her  house,  observ¬ 
ing  the  strictest  etiquette,  and  never  failing 
to  give  to  everyone  his  or  her  proper  name. 
Her  innumerable  servants,  growing  pale  and 
fat  in  the  ante-chamber,  did  absolutely  as 
they  liked,  so  that 
the  house  was 
pillaged  as  if  its 
owner  were  really 
dead.  Lisabeta 
passed  her  life  in 
continual  torture. 

If  she  made  tea 
she  was  re¬ 
proached  with 
wasting  the  sugar. 

If  she  read  a  novel 
to  the  Countess 
she  was  held  re¬ 
sponsible  for  all 
the  absurdities  of 
the  author.  If 
she  went  out  with 
the  noble  lady  for 
a  walk  or  drive, 
it  was  she  who 
was  to  blame  if 
the  weather  Avas 
bad  or  the  pave¬ 
ment  muddy.  Her 
salary,  more  than 
modest,  was  never 
punctually  paid, 
and  she  Avas  ex¬ 
pected  to  dress 
“  like  everyone 
else  that  is  to  say,  like 
very  feAv  people  indeed. 

When  she  Avent  into 
society  her  position  Avas 
sad.  Everyone  kneAv  her  * 
no  one  paid  ^  her  any  attention.  At 


THERE  SHE  SHED  TEARS. 


ball  she  sometimes  danced,  but  only  Avhen 
a  vis-d-vis  Avas  Avanted.  Women  avouM 
come  up  to  her,  take  her  by  the  arm 
and  lead  her  out  of  the  room  if  their 
dress  required  attending  to.  She  had  her 
portion  of  self-respect,  and  felt  deeply  the 
misery  of  her  position.  She  looked  Avith 
impatience  for  a  liberator  to  break  her 


chain.  But  the  young  men,  prudent  in  the 
midst  of  their  affected  giddiness,  took  care  not 
to  honour  her  Avith  their  attentions  ;  though 
Lisabeta  Ivanovna  Avas  a  hundred  times 
prettier  than  the  shameless  or  stupid  girls 
Avhom  they  surrounded  Avith  their  homage. 
More  than  once  she  slunk  aAvay  from  the 
splendour  of  the  draAving-room,  to  shut  her¬ 
self  ^  up  alone  in  her  little  bed-room, 
furnished  Avith  an  old  screen  and  a  pieced 
carpet,  a  chest  of  draAvers,  a  small  looking- 
glass,  and  a  Avooden  bedstead.  There  she 
shed  tears  at  her  ease,  by  the  light  of  a 
talloAv  (andle  in  a  tin  candlestick. 

One  morning— 
it  Avas  tAvo  days 
after  the  party  at 
Naroumoff’s,  and 
a  Aveek  before  the 
scene  Ave  have 
just  sketched— 
Lisabeta  Avas  sit¬ 
ting  at  her  em¬ 
broidery  before 
the  w  i  n  d  o  Av, 
Avhen,  looking 
carelessly  ipto  the 
street,  she  saAv  an 
officer,  in  the 
uniform  of  the 
Engineers,  stand¬ 
ing  ^  motionless 
Avith  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  her.  She 
loAvered  her  head, 
and  applied  her¬ 
self  to  her  Avork 
attentively  than 
Five  minutes 
afterAvards  she  looked 
mechanically  into  the 
street,  and  the  officer 
Avas  still  in  the  same 
place.  Not  being  in 
the  habit  of  exchanging 
glances  Avith  young  men 
who  passed  by  her  Avin- 
dow,  she  remained  Avith 
her  eyes  fixed  on  her 
Avork  for  nearly  two 
Avas  told  that  lunch  Avas 


more 

ever. 


a  hours,  until  she 


ready.  She  got  up  to  put  her  embroidery 
aAvay,  and,  Avhile  doing  so,  looked  into  the 
street,  and  saAv  the  officer  still  in  the  same 
place,  fihis  seemed  to  her  very  strange. 
After  lunch  she  Avent  to  the  window 
AAjith  a  certain  emotion,  but  the  officer  of 
Engineers  Avas  no  longer  in  the  street. 

She  thought  no  more  of  him.  But  tAv^o  days 
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afterwards,  just  as  she  was  getting  into  the 
carriage  with  the  Countess,  she  saw  him  once 
more,  standing  straight  before  the  door.  His 
face  was  half  concealed  by  a  fur  collar,  but  his 
black  eyes  sparkled  beneath  his  helmet. 
Lisabeta  was  afraid,  without  knowing  why, 
and  she  trembled  as  she  took  her  seat  in  the 
carriage. 

On  returning  home,  she  rushed  with  a 
beating  heart  towards  the  window.  The 
officer  was  in  his  habitual  place,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  ardently  upon  her.  She  at  once 
withdrew,  burning  at  the  same  time  Avith 
curiosity,  and  moved  by  a  strange  feeling, 
Avhich  she  noAV  experienced  for  the  first 
time. 

No  day  now  passed  but  the  young  officer 
shoAved  himself  beneath  the  AAundoAA". 
Before  long  a  dumb  acquaintance  AA^as 
established  betAveen  them.  Sitting  at  her 
Avork  she  felt  his  presence,  and  AAffien  she 
raised  her  head  she  looked  at  him  for  a 
long  time  every  day.  The  young  man 
seemed  full  of  gratitude  for  these  innocent 
favours. 

She  observed,  Avith  the  deep  and  rapid 
perceptions  of  youth,  that  a  sudden  redness 
covered  the  officer’s  pale  cheeks  as  soon  as 
their  eyes  met.  After  about  a  AA’^eek  she 
Avould  smile  at  seeing  him  for  the  first 
time. 

When  Tomski  asked  his  grandmother’s 
permission  to  present  one  of  his  friends,  the 
heart  of  the  poor  young  girl  beat  strongly, 
and  AAffien  she  heard  that  it  Avas  Naroumoff, 
she  bitterly  repented  having  compromised 
her  secret  by  letting  it  out  to  a  giddy  young 
man  like  Paul. 

Hermann  was  the  son  of  a  German  settled 
in  Russia,  from  Avhom  he  had  inherited  a 
small  sum  of  money.  Firmly  resolved  to 
preserve  his  independence,  he  had  made  it 
a  principle  not  to  touch  his  private  income. 
He  lived  on  his  pay,  and  did  not  alloAv  him¬ 
self  the  slightest  luxury.  He  Avas  not  very 
communicative  ;  and  his  reserve  rendered 
it  difficult  for  his  comrades  to  amuse  them¬ 
selves  at  his  expense. 

Under  an  assumed  calm  he  concealed 
strong  passions  and  a  highly-imaginative 
disposition.  But  he  AA^as  ahvays  master  of 
himself,  and  kept  himself  free  from  the 
ordinary  faults  of  young  men.  Thus,  a 
gambler  by  temperament,  he  never  touched 
a  card,  feeling,  as  he  himself  said,  that  his 
position  did  not  alloAV  him  to  “  risk  the 
necessary  in  vieAv  of  the  superfluous.”  Yet 
he  AA^ould  pass  entire  nights  before  a  card- 
table,  AA^atching  AAuth  feverish  anxiety  the 


rapid  changes  of  the  game.  The  anecdote 
of  Count  St.  Germain’s  three  cards  had 
struck  his  imagination,  and  he  did  nothing 
but  think  of  it  all  that  night. 

“If,”  he  said  to  himself  next  day  as  he 
Avas  Avalking  along  the  streets  of  St.  Peters¬ 
burg,  “  if  she  Avould  only  tell  me  her  secret 
— if  she  Avould  only  name  the  three  Avinning 
cards  !  I  must  get  presented  to  her,  that  I 
may  pay  my  court  and  gain  her  confidence. 
Yes  !  And  she  is  eighty-seven  !  She  may 
die  this  AA^eek — to-morroAv  perhaps.  But 
after  all,  is  there  a  Avord  of  truth  in  the 
story?  No!  Economy,  Temperance,  Work  ; 
these  are  my  three  Avinning  cards.  With 
them  I  can  double  my  capital  ;  increase  it 
tenfold.  They  alone  can  ensure  my  indC' 
pendence  and  prosperity.” 

Dreaming  in  this  Avay  as  he  Avalked  along, 
his  attention  Avas  attracted  by  a  house  built 
in  an  antiquated  style  of  architecture.  The 
street  AA^as  full  of  carriages,  AAffiich  passed 
one  by  one  before  the  old  house,  noAA^ 
brilliantly  illuminated.  As  the  people 
stepped  out  of  the  carriages  Hermann  saAv 
noAV  the  little  feet  of  a  young  Avoman,  nOAv 
the  military  boot  of  a  general.  Then  came 
a  clocked  stocking  ;  then,  again,  a  diplo¬ 
matic  pump.  Fur-lined  cloaks  and  coats 
passed  in  procession  before  a  gigantic 
porter. 

Hermann  stopped.  “  Who  lives  here  ?  ” 
he  said  to  a  Avatchman  in  his  box. 

“The  Countess  Anna  Fedotovna.”  It 
AA^as  Tomski’s  grandmother. 

Hermann  started.  The  story  of  the  three 
cards  came  once  more  upon  his  imagination. 
He  Avalked  to  and  fro  before  the  house, 
thinking  of  the  Avoman  to  Avhom  it  belonged, 
of  her  Avealth  and  her  mysterious  poAver. 
At  last  he  returned  to  his  den.  But  for 
some  time  he  could  not  get  to  sleep  ;  and 
Avhen  at  last  sleep  came  upon  him,  he  saAAq 
dancing  before  his  eyes,  cards,  a  green  table, 
and  heaps  of  roubles  and  bank-notes.  He 
saAV  himself  doubling  stake  after  stake, 
always  Avinning,  and  then  filling  his  pockets^ 
Avith  piles  of  coin,  and  stuffing  his  pocket- 
book  Avith  countless  bank-notes.  When  he 
aAvoke,  he  sighed  to  find  that  his  treasures 
Avere  but  creations  of  a  disordered  fancy  ; 
and,  to  drive  such  thoughts  from  him,  he 
Avent  out  for  a  AA^alk.  But  he  had  not  gone  far 
Avhen  he  found  himself  once  more  before  the 
house  of  the  Countess.  He  seemed  to  have 
been  attracted  there  by  some  irresistible 
force.  He  stopped,  and  looked  up  at  the 
windoAvs.  There  he  saAV  a  girl’s  head  Avith 
beautiful  black  hair,  leaning  gracefully  over. 
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HERMANN  SAW  THE  LITTLE  FEET.” 


wlThYted  ?  ®"?'’’'°‘‘^ery-frame.  The  head 
and  black’eres  ““Pkxion 

This  moment  decided  his  fate. 

CHAPTER  III. 

Lisabeta  was  just  taking  off  her  shawl  and 
Shp  h°  Countess  sent  for  her 

While  two  footmen  were  helping  the  old 
lady  into  the  carriage,  LisabeU  fa,/ ti  e 
young  officer  at  her  side.  She  felt  him 
take  her  by  the  hand,  lost  her  head  and 

glove  '  h^tily  concealed  it  in  her 

During  the  whole  of  the  drive  she  neither 
saw  nor  heard.  When  they  were  in  the 
carriage  together  the  Countess  was  in  he 

perpetuallyc 

WhaTk  rh'  to  us 

hat  IS  the  name  of  this  bridge  ?  What  is 

there  written  on  that  signboard  ?  ” 


Lisabeta  now  gav^e  tl 
.  niost  absurd  answers,  an 

:  ’'vas  accordingly  scolded  b 

J  the  Countess,  s 

What  is  the  matter  wit 
you,  my  child  ?  ”  she  asked.  “  AVhat  ar 
you  thinking  about  ?  Or  do  you  really  nc 
hear  me  I  speak  distinctly  enough,  how 

hl^e  I  M’  ”>'  '’®ac 

crobwf®?  listening.  When  sh, 

got  back  to  the  house  she  ran  to  her  room 

locked  the  door,  and  took  the  scrap  of  papei 

from  her  glove.  It  was  not  sealed,^  anc 

It  was  impossible,  therefore,  not  to  read  it, 

he  letter  contained  protestations  of  love 

wor'ilL  '■®"P®®y“l-  =ind  translated 

lord  for  word  from  a  German  novel.  But 

isabeta  did  not  read  German,  and  she 

was  quite  delighted.  She  was,  however 

her  life  she  had  a  secret.  Correspond  with 

f  •'  ■T''®  'dea  of  such  a  thing 

ten  ™P™dent  she  had 

been  .  She  had  reproached  herself,  but 
knew  not  now  what  to  do. 

Cease  to  do  her  work  at  the  window,  and 
by  persistent  coldness  try  and  disgust  the 

Answer  him  in  a  firm,  decided  manner  ? 

<?t,^  i!  i"®  conduct  was  she  to  pursue  ? 
She  had  no  friend,  no  one  to  advise  hen 
e  at  last  decided  to  send  an  answer.  She 
sat  down  at  her  little  table,  took  pen  and 
paper,  and  began  to  think.  More  thL  once 
she  wiote  a  sentence  and  then  tore  up  thq 
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paper.  What  she  had  written  seemed  too 
stiff,  or  else  it  was  wanting  in  reserve.  At 
last,  after  much  trouble,  she  succeeded  in 
composing  a  few  lines  which  seemed  to 
meet  the  case.  “  I  believe,”  she  wrote, 
“that  your  intentions  are  those  of  an  honour¬ 
able  man,  and  that  you  would  not  wish  to 
offend  me  by  any  thoughtless  conduct.  But 
you  must  understand  that  our  acquaintance 


SHE  TORE  IT  INTO  A  HUNDRED  PIECES 


cannot  begin  in  this  way.  I  return  your 
letter,  and  trust  that  you  will  not  give  me 
cause  to  regret  my  imprudence.” 

Next  day  as  soon  as  Hermann  made  his 
appearance,  Lisabeta  left  her  embroidery, 
and  went  into  the  drawing-room,  opened 
the  ventilator,  and  threw  her  letter  into 
the  street,  making  sure  that  the  young 
officer  would  pick  it  up. 

Hermann,  in  fact,  at  once  saw  it,  and, 


picking  it  up,  entered  a  confectioner’s  shop 
in  order  to  read  it.  Finding  nothing  dis¬ 
couraging  in  it,  he  went  home  sufficiently 
pleased  with  the  first  step  in  his  love  ad¬ 
venture. 

Some  days  afterwards,  a  young  person 
with  lively  eyes  called  to  see  Miss  Lisabeta, 
on  the  part  of  a  milliner.  Lisabeta  won¬ 
dered  what  she  could  want,  and  suspected, 
as  she  received  her,  some  secret  intention. 
She  was  much  surprised,  however,  when 
she  recognised,  on  the  letter  that  was  now 
handed  to  her,  the  writing  of  Hermann. 

“  You  make  a  mistake,”  she  said, 
“  this  letter  is  not  for  me.” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,”  said  the 
milliner,  with  a  slight  smile  ;  “  be 
kind  enough  to  read  it.” 

Lisabeta  glanced  at  it.  Hermann 
was  asking  for  an  appointment. 

“  Impossible  !  ”  she  cried, 
alarmed  both  at.  the  boldness  of 
the  request,  and  at  the  manner  in 
which  it  was  made.  “  This  letter 
is  not  for  me,”  she  repeated  ;  and 
she  tore  it  into  a  hundred  pieces. 

“  If  the  letter  was  not  for  you, 
why  did  you  tear  it  up?  You 
should  have  given  it  me  back,  that 
I  might  take  it  to  the  person  it 
was  meant  for.” 

“  True,”  said  Lisabeta,  quite 
disconcerted.  “  But  bring  me  no 
more .  letters,  and  tell  the  person 
who  gave  you  this  one  that  he 
ought  to  blush  for  his  conduct.” 

Hermann,  however,  was  not  a 
man  to  give  up  what  he  had  once 
undertaken.  Every  day  Lisabeta  received 
a  fresh  letter  from  him,  — sent  now  in  one 
way,  now  in  another.  They  were  no  longer 
translated  from  the  German.  Hermann 
wrote  under  the  influence  of  a  commanding 
passion,  and  spoke  a  language  which  was 
his  own.  Lisabeta  could  not  hold  out 
against  such  torrents  of  eloquence.  She 
received  the  letters,  kept  them,  and  at  last 
answered  them.  Every  day  her  answers 
were  longer  and  more  affectionate,  until  at 
last  she  threw  out  of  the  window  a  letter 
couched  as  follows  : — 

“  This  evening  there  is  a  ball  at  the 
Embassy.  The  Countess  will  be  there.  We 
shall  remain  until  two  in  the  morning. 
You  may  manage  to  see  me  alone.  As 
soon  as  the  Countess  leaves  home,  that  is 
to  say  towards  eleven  o’clock,  the  servants 
are  sure  to  go  out,  and  there  will  be  no 
one  left  but  the  porter,  who  wil)  be  sure  to 
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be  asleep  in  his  box.  Enter  as  soon  as  it 
strikes  eleven,  and  go  upstairs  as  fast  as 
possible.  If  you  find  anyone  in  the  ante¬ 
chamber,  ask  whether  the  Countess  is  at 
home,  and  you  will  be  told  that  she  is  out, 
and,  in  that  case,  you  must  resign  yourself 
and  go  away.  In  all  probability,  however! 
you  will  meet  no  one.  The  Countess’s 
women  are  together  in  a  distant  room. 
When  you  are  once  in  the  ante-chamber 
turn  to  the  left,  and  walk  straight  on,  until 
you  reach  the  Countess’s  bedroom.  There 
behind  a  large  screen,  you  will  see  two 
doors.  The  one  on  the  right  kads  to  ^a 
dark  room.  The  one  on  the  left  leads  to  a 
corridor,  at  the  end  of  which  is  a  little 

winding  staircase,  which  leads  to  mv  par¬ 
lour.”  ^ 

At  ten  o’clock  Hermann 
was  already  on  duty  before 
the  Countess’s  door.  It  was 
a  frightful  night.  The  winds 
had  been  unloosed,  and  the 
snow  was  falling  in  large 
flakes  ;  the  lamps  gave  an 
uncertain  light  ;  the  streets 
were  deserted  ;  from  time  to 
time  passed  a  sleigh,  drawn 
by  a  wretched  hack,  on  the 
look-out  for  a  fare.  Covered 
by  a  thick  overcoat,  Her¬ 
mann  felt  neither  the  wind 
nor  the  snow.  At  last  the 
Countess’s  carriage  drew  up. 

He  saw  two  huge  footmen 
come  forward  and  take  be¬ 
neath  the  arms  a  dilapidated 
spectre,  and  place  it  on  the 
cushions,  well  wrapped  up 
in  an  enormous  fur  cloak. 

Immediately  afterwards,  in 
a  cloak  of  lighter  make,  her 
head  crowned  with  natural 
flowers, ^  came  Lisabeta,  who 
sprang  into  the  carriage  like 
a  dart.  The  door  was  closed, 
and  the  carriage  rolled  on 
softly  over  the  snow. 

The  porter  closed  the  street  door,  and 
soon  the  windows  of  the  first  floor  became 
^rk.  Silence  reigned  throughout  the  house. 
Hermann  walked  backAvards  and  forwards  • 
then  coming  to  a  lamp  he  looked  at  his 
watch.  It  was  twenty  minutes  to  eleven. 
Leaning  against  the  lamp-post,  his  eyes 
fixed  on^  the  long  hand  of  his  Avatch,  he 
counted  impatiently  the  minutes  Avhich  had 
^t  to  pass.  At  eleven  o’clock  precisely 
•riGrruann,  Ayalked  up  the  steps,  ppshed  open 


the  street  door,  and  went  into  the  vestibule 
Avhich  Avas  well  lighted.  As  it  happened 
the  porter  Avas  not  there.  With  a  firm  and 
rapid  step  he  rushed  up  the  staircase  and 
reached  the  ante-chamber.  There,  before  a 
lamp,  a  footman  Avas  sleeping,  stretched  out 
m  a  dirty  greasy  dressing-gown.  Hermann 
passed  quickly  before  him  and  crossed  the 
dining-room  and  the  draAving-room,  Avhere 
there  Avas  no  light  But  the  lamp  of  the 
ante-chamber  helped  him  to  see.  At  last 
he  reached  the  Countess’s  bedroom.  Before 


A  FOOTMAN  IN  A  GREASY  DRESSING  GOWN,” 

3.  screen  covered  Avith  old  icons  [sacn 
pictures]  a  golden  lamp  AA^as  burning.  G] 
arm-chairs,  sofas  of  faded  colours,  furnishe 
Avith  soft  cushions,  Avere  arranged  symm 
tiically  along  the  Avails,  Avhich  Avere  hur 
Avith  China  silk.  He  saAv  tAvo  large  po; 
traits,  painted  by  Madame  le  Brim.  Oi 
represented  a  man  of  forty,  stout  and  fr 
coloured,  dressed  in  a  light  green  coa 
Avith  a  decoration  on  his  breast.  T1 
second  portrait  Avas  that  of  an  elegant  your 
\voman,  Avith  an  aquiline  nose,  poAvdeye 
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hair  rolled  back 
on  the  temples, 
and  with  a  rose 
over  her  ear. 

Everywhere 
might  be  seen 
shepherds  and 
shepherdesses  in 
Dresden  china, 
with  vases  of  all 
shapes,  clocks  by 
Leroy,  Avork- 
baskets,  fans,  and 
all  the  thousand 
playthings  for 
the  use  of  ladies 
of  fashion,  dis¬ 
covered  in  the 
last  century,  at 
the  time  of  Mont¬ 
golfier’s  balloons 
and  Mesmer’s 
animal  magnetism. 

Hermann  passed  behind  the 
screen,  Avhich  concealed  a  little 
iron  bedstead.  He  saAv  the  two 
doors  ;  the  one  on  the  right 
leading  to  the  dark  room,  the 
one  on  the  left  to  the  corridor. 

He  opened  the  latter,  saAv  the 
staircase  which  led  to  the  poor  little  com¬ 
panion’s  parlour,  and  then,  closing  this  door, 
went  into  the  dark  room. 

The  time  passed  slowly.  Everything  Avas 
quiet  in  the  house.  The  draAving-room 
clock  struck  midnight,  and  again  there  Avas 
silence.  Hermann  was  standing  up,  leaning 
against  the  stove,  in  Avhich  there  Avas  no 
fire.  He  Avas  calm_  ;  but  his  heart  beat  Avith 
quick  pulsations,  like  that  of  a  man  deter¬ 
mined  to  brave  all  dangers  he  might  have 
to  meet,  because  he  knoAvs  them  to  be  in¬ 
evitable.  He  heard  one  o’clock  strike  5 
then  tAvo  ;  and  soon  afterwards  the  distant 
roll  of  a  carriage.  He  noAv,  in  spite  of  him¬ 
self,  _  experienced  some  emotion.  The 
^rriage  approached  rapidly  and  stopped. 
Theie  was  at  once  a  great  noise  of  servants 
running  about  the  staircases,  and  a  con¬ 
fusion  of  voices.  Suddenly  the  rooms  Avere 
all  lit  up,^  and  the  Countess’s  three  anti¬ 
quated  maids  came  at  once  into  the  bed¬ 
room.  At  last  appeared  the  Countess  her¬ 
self. 

The  Avalking  mummy  sank  into  a  large 
Voltaire  arm-chair.  Hermann  looked 
through  the  crack  in  the  door  ;  he  saAv 
Lisabeta  pass  close  to  him,  and  heard  her 
hurried  step  as  she  Avent  up  the  little 


“a  strange  man  had  appeared.” 

Avinding  staircase.  For  a  moment  he  felt 
something  like  remorse  ;  but  it  soon  passed 
off,  and  his  heart  AA^as  once  more  of 
stone. 

The  Countess  began  to  undress  before  a 
looking-glass.  Her  head-dress  of  roses  Avas 
taken  off,  and  her  poAvdered  AAog  separated 
from  her  OAvn  hair,  AATich  AA^as  very  short  and 
quite  Avhite.  Pins  fell  in  shoAvers  around 
her.  At  last  she  Avas  in  her  dressing-gOAvn 
and  her  night-cap,  and  in  this  costume, 
more  suitable  to  her  age,  Avas  less  hideous 
than  before. 

Like  most  old  people,  the  Countess  was 
tormented  by  sleeplessness.  She  had  her 
armchair  rolled  tOAvards  one  of  the  AvindoAvs, 
and  told  her  maids  to  leave  her.  The  lights 
were  put  out,  and  the  room  Avas  lighted 
only  by  the  lamp  Avhich  burned  before  the 
holy  images.  The  Countess,  salloAV  and 
Avrinkled,  balanced  herself  gently  from  right 
to  left.  In  her  dull  eyes  could  be  read 
an  utter  absence  of  thought  ;  and  as  she 
moved  from  side  to  side,  one  might  have 
said  that  she  did  so  not  by  any  action  of 
the  AA^ill,  but  through  some  secret  mechan¬ 
ism. 

Suddenly  this  death’s-head  assumed  a 
neAv  expression  ;  the  lips  ceased  to  trembly, 
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and  the  eyes  became  alive.  A  strange 
man  had  appeared  before  the  Countess  ! 

It  was  Hermann. 

“Do  not  be  alarmed,  madam,”  said  Her¬ 
mann,  in  a  low  voice,  but  very  distinctly. 
“  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  do  not  be  alarmed. 
I  do  not  wish  to  do  you  the  slightest  harm  ; 
on  the  contrary,  I  come  to  implore  a  favour 
of  you.” 

The  old  woman  looked  at  him  in  silence, 
as  if  sh-e  did  not  understand.  Thinking  she 
was  deaf,  he  leaned  towards  her  ear  and 
repeated  what  he  had  said  ;  but  the 
Countess  still  remained  silent. 

“You  can  ensure  the  happiness  of  my 
whole  life,  and  without  its  costing  you 
a  farthing.  I  know  that  you  can  name  to 
me  three  cards—” 

The  Countess  now  understood  what  he 
required. 

“It  was  a  joke,”  she  interrupted.  “I 
swear  to  you  it  was  only  a  joke.” 

“  No,  madam,”  replied  Hermann  in  an 
angry  tone.  “  Remember  Tchaplitzki,  and 
how  you  enabled  him  to  win.” 

The  Countess  was  agitated.  For  a  moment 
her  features  expressed  strong  emotion  ;  but 
they  soon  resumed  their  former  dulness. 

“  Cannot  you  name  to  me,”  said  Her¬ 
mann,  “  three  winning  cards  ?  ” 

The  Countess  remained  silent.  “  Why 
keep  this  secret  for  your  great-grandchil¬ 
dren,”  he  continued.  “  They  are  rich 
enough  without ;  they  do  not  know  the 
value  of  money.  Of  what  profit  would 
your  three  cards  be  to  them  ?  They  are 
debauchees.  The  man  who  cannot  keep 
his  inheritance  will  die  in  want,  though  he 
had  the  science  of  demons  at  his  command. 
I  am  a  steady  man.  I  know  the  value  of 
money.  Your  three  cards  will  not  be  lost 
upon  me.  Come  !  ” 

He  stopped  tremblingly,  awaiting  a  reply. 
The  Countess  did  not  utter  a  word. 
Hermann  went  upon  his  knees. 

“  If  your  heart  has  ever  known  the 
passion  of  love  ;  if  you  can  remember  its 
sweet  ecstasies ;  if  you  have  ever  been 
touched  by  the  cry  of  a  new-born  babe  ;  if 
any  human  feeling  has  ever  caused  your 
heart  to  beat,  I  entreat  you  by  the  love  of 
a  husband,  a  lover,  a  mother,  by  all  that  is 
sacred  in  life,  not  to  reject  my  prayer.  Tell 
me  your  secret !  Reflect !  You  are  old  ; 
you  have  not  long  to  live  !  Remember 
that  the  happiness  of  a  man  is  in  your 
hands  ;  that  not  only  myself,  but  my  child¬ 
ren  and  my  grandchildren  will  bless  your 
memory  as  a  saint.” 


“one  glance  showed  her  that  he  was  not  there.* 

The  old  Countess  answered  not  a  Word. 

Hermann  rose,  and  drew  a  pistol  from 
his  pocket. 

“  Hag  !  ”  he  exclaimed,  “  I  will  make  you 
speak.” 

At  the  sight  of  the  pistol  the  Countess 
for  the  second  time  showed  agitation. 
Her  head  shook  violently  ;  she  stretched  out 
her  hands  as  if  to  put  the  weapon  aside. 
Then  suddenly  she  fell  back  motionless. 

“  Come,  don’t  be  childish  !  ”  said  Her¬ 
mann.  “  I  adjure  you  for  the  last  time  ; 
will  you  name  the  three  cards  ?  ” 

The  Countess  did  not  answer.  Hermann 
saw  that  she  was  dead  ! 

CHAPTER  IV. 

Lisabeta  was  sitting  in  her  room, 
still  in  her  ball  dress,  lost  in  the 
deepest  meditation.  On  her  return  to  the 
house,  she  had  sent  away  her  maid,  and 
had  gone  upstairs  to  her  room,  trembling 
at  the  idea  of  finding  Hermann  there  ; 
desiring,  indeed,  not  to  find  him.  One  glance 
showed  her  that  he  was  not  there,  and  she 
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gave  thanks  to  Providence  that  he  had 
missed  the  appointment.  She  sat  down 
pensively,  without  thinking  of  taking  off 
her  cloak,  and  allowed  to  pass  through  her 
memory  all  the  circumstances  of  the  intrigue 
which  had  begun  such  a  short  time  back, 
and  had  already  advanced  so  far.  Scarcely 
three  weeks  had  passed  since  she  had  first 
seen  the  young  officer  from  her  window, 
and  already  she  had  written  to  him,  and  he 
had  succeeded  in  inducing  her  to  make  an 
appointment.  She  knew  his  name,  and  that 
was  all.  She  had  received  a  quantity  of 
letters  from  him,  but  he  had  never  spoken 


THE  DOOR  OPENED  AND  HERMANN  ENTERED.” 

to  her  ;  she  did  not  know  the  sound  of  his 
voice,  and  until  that  evening,  strangely 
enough,  she  had  never  heard  him  spoken  of. 

But  that  very  evening  Tomski,  fancying 
he  had  noticed  that  the  young  Princess 
Pauline,  to  whom  he  had  been  paying 
assiduous  court,  was  flirting,  contrary  to 
her  custom,  with  another  man,  had 
wished  to  revenge  himself  by  making  a 
show  of  indifference.  With  this  noble 
object  he  had  invited  Lisabeta  to  take  part 
in  an  interminable  mazurka  ;  but  he  teased 
her  immensely  about  her  partiality  for 
Engineer  officers,  and  pretending  all  the 
time  to  know  much  more  than  he  really 
did,  hazarded  purely  in  fun  a  few  guesses 


which  were  so  happy  that  Lisabeta  thought 
her  secret  must  have  been  discovered. 

“  But  who  tells  you  all  this  ?  ”  she  said 
with  a  smile. 

“  A  friend  of  the  very  officer  you  know, 
a  most  original  man.” 

“  And  who  is  this  man  that  is  so  original  ?  ” 

“  His  name  is  Hermann.” 

She  answered  nothing,  but  her  hands 
and  feet  seemed  to  be  of  ice. 

“  Hermann  is  a  hero  of  romance,”  con¬ 
tinued  Tomski.  He  has  the  profile  of 
Napoleon,  and  the  soul  of  Mephistopheles. 
I  believe  he  has  at  least  three  crimes  on  his 

^  conscience.  .  .  .  But 

how  pale  you  are  !  ” 

‘‘  I  have  a  bad  head¬ 
ache.  But  what  did 
I  this  Mr.  Hermann  tell 
I  you  ?  Is  not  that  his 
I  name  ?  ’ 

I  “  Hermann  is  very 
much  displeased  with 
his  friend.;  with  the 
Engineer  officer  who  has 
made  your  acquaintance. 
He  says  that  in  his  place  he 
would  behave  very  differ- 
ently.  But  I  am  quite  sure 
i  that  Hermann  himself  has 
designs  upon  you.  At  least, 

,  he  seems  to  listen  with  re¬ 

markable  interest  to  all  that  his  friend 
tells  him  about  you.” 

“  And  where  has  he  seen  me  ?  ” 

“  Perhaps  in  church,  perhaps  in  the 
street ;  heaven  knows  where.” 

At  this  moment  three  ladies  came  forward 
according  to  the  custom  of  the  mazurka, 
and  asked  Tomski  to  choose  between 
“  forgetfulness  and  regret.’”*' 

And  the  conversation  which  had  so  pain¬ 
fully  excited  the  curiosity  of  Lisabeta  came 
to  an  end. 

The  lady  who,  in  virtue  of  the  infidelities 
permitted  by  the  mazurka,  had  just  been 
chosen  by  Tomski,  was  the  Princess  Pauline. 
During  the  rapid  evolutions  which  the 
figure  obliged  them  to  make,  there  was  a 
grand  explanation  between  them,  until  at 
last  he  conducted  her  to  a  chair,  and  re¬ 
turned  to  his  partner. 

But  Tomski  could  now  think  no  more, 
either  of  Hermann  or  Lisabeta,  and  he  tried 
in  vain  to  resume  the  conversation.  But 
the  mazurka  was  coming  to  an  end,  and 

*The  figures  and  fashions  of  the  mazurka  are 
reproduced  in  the  cotillon  of  Western  Europe. — 
Translator. 
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immediately  afterwards  the  old  Countess 
rose  to  go. 

Tomski’s  mysterious  phrases  were  nothing 
more  than  the  usual  platitudes  of  the 
mazurka,  but  they  had  made,  a  deep 
impression  upon  the  heart  of  the  poor  little 
companion.  The  portrait  sketched  by 
Tomski  had  struck  her  as  very  exact  ;  and 
with  her  romantic  ideas,  she  saw  in  the 
rather  ordinary  countenance  of  her  adorer 
something  to  fear  and  admire.  She  was 
now  sitting  down  with  her  cloak  off,  with 
bare  shoulders  ;  her  head,  crowned  with 
flowers,  falling  forward  from  fatigue,  when 
suddenly  the  door  opened  and  Hermann 
entered.  She  shuddered. 

“  Where  were  you  ?  ”  she  said,  trembling 
all  over. 

“  In  the  Countess’s  bedroom.  I  have 
iust  left  her,”  replied  Hermann.  “  She  is 
dead.” 

“  Great  heavens !  What  are  you  saying  ?  ” 

“  I  am  afraid,”  he  said,  “  that  I  am  the 
cause  of  her  death.” 

Lisabeta  looked  at  him  in  consternation, 
and  remembered  Tomski’s  words  :  “  He 
has  at  least  three  crimes  on  his  conscience.” 

Hermann  sat  down  by  the  window,  and 
told  everything.  The  young  girl  listened 
with  terror. 

So  those  letters  so  full  of  passion,  those 
burning  expressions,  this  daring  obstinate 
pursuit — all  this  had  been  inspired  by 
anything  but  love  !  Money  alone  had 
inflamed  the  man’s  soul.  She,  who  had 
nothing  but  a  heart  to  offer,  how  could  she 
make  him  happy  ?  Poor  child  !  she  had 
been  the  blind  instrument  of  a  robber,  of 
the  murderer  of  her  old  benefactress.  She 
wept  bitterly  in  the  agony  of  her  repent¬ 
ance.  Hermann  watched  her  in  silence  ; 
but  neither  the  tears  of  the  unhappy  girl, 
nor  her  beauty,  rendered  more  touching  by 
her  grief,  could  move  his  heart  of  iron. 
He  had  no  remorse  in  thinking  of  the 
Countess’s  death.  One  sole  thought  dis¬ 
tressed  »him — the  irreparable  loss  of  the 
secret  which  was  to  have  made  his  fortune. 

“You  are  a  monster!”  said  Lisabeta, 
after  a  long  silence. 

“  I  did  not  mean  to  kill  her,”  replied 
Hermann  coldly.  “  My  pistol  was  not 
loaded.” 

They  remained  for  some  time  without 
speaking,  without  looking  at  one  another. 
The  day  was  breaking,  and  Lisabeta  put 
out  her  candle.  She  wiped  her  eyes, 
drowned  in  tears,  and  raised  them  towards 
Hermann.  He  was  standing  close  to  the 


window,  his  arms  crossed,  with  a  frown  on 
his  forehead.  In  this  attitude  he  reminded 
her  involuntarily  of  the  portrait  of  Napoleon. 
The  resemblance  overwhelmed  her. 

“  How  am  I  to  get  you  away  ?  ”  she  said 
at  last.  “  I  thought  you  might  go  out  by 
the  back  stairs.  But  it  would  be  necessary 
to  go  through  the  Countess’s  bedroom,  and 
I  am  too  frightened.” 

“  Tell  me  how  to  get  to  the  staircase,  and 
I  will  go  alone.” 

She  went  to  a  drawer,  took  out  a  key, 
which  she  handed  to  Hermann,  and  gave 
him  the  necessary  instructions.  Hermann 
took  her  icy  hand,  kissed  her  on  the  fore¬ 
head,  and  departed. 

He  went  down  the  staircase,  and  entered 
the  Countess’s  bedroom.  She  was  seated 
quite  stiff  in  her  armchair  ;  but  her 
features  were  in  no  way  contracted.  He 
stopped  for  a  moment,  and  gazed  into  her 
face  as  if  to  make  sure  of  the  terrible  reality. 
Then  he  entered  the  dark  room,  and,  feeling 
behind  the  tapestry,  found  the  little  door 
which  opened  on  to  a  staircase.  As  he 
went  down  it,  strange  ideas  bam.e  into  his 
head.  “  Going  down  this  staircase,”  he 
said  to  himself,  “  some  sixty  years  ago,  at 
about  this  time,  may  have  been  seen  some 
man  in  an  embroidered  coat  with  powdered 
wig,  pressing  to  his  breast  a  cocked  hat  : 
some  gallant  who  has  long  been  buried  ; 
and  now  the  heart  of  his  aged  mistress  has 
ceased  to  beat.” 

At  the  end  of,  the  staircase  he  found 
another  door,  which  his  key  opened,  and  he 
found  himself  in  the  corridor  which  led  to 
the  street. 

CHAPTER  V. 

Three  days  after  this  fatal  night,  at  nine 
o’clock  in  the  morning,  Hermann  entered 
the  convent  where  the  last  respects  were 
to  be  paid  to  the  mortal  remains  of  the  old 
Countess.  He  felt  no  remorse,  though  he 
could  not  deny  to  himself  that  he  was  the 
poor  v/oman’s  assassin.  Having  no  religion, 
he  was,  as  usual  in  such  cases,  very  super¬ 
stitious  ;  believing  that  the  dead  Countess 
might  exercise  a  malignant  influence  on 
his  life,  he  thought  to  appease  her  spirit  by 
attending  her  funeral. 

The  church  was  full  of  people,  and  it 
was  difficult  to  get  in.  The  body  had  been 
placed  on  a  rich  catafalque,  beneath  a 
canopy  of  velvet.  The  Countess  was 
reposing  in  an  open  coffin,  her  hands  joined 
on  her  breast,  with  a  dress  of  white  satin, 
and  head-dress  of  lace.  Around  the 
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catafalque  the  family  was  assembled,  the 
servants  in  black  caftans  with  a  knot  of 
ribbons  on  the  shoulder,  exhibiting  the 
colours  of  the  Countess’s  coat  of  arms. 
Each  of  them  held  a  Avax  candle  in  his 
hand.  The  relations,  in  deep  mourning — 
children,  grandchildren,  and  great-grand¬ 
children — were  all  present  ;  but  none  of 
them  Avept. 

To  haA^e  shed  tears  Avould  have  looked 
like  affectation.  The  Countess  Avas  so  old 
that  her  death  could  have  taken  no  one  by 
surprise,  and  she 
had  long  been 
looked  upon  as 
already  out  of  the 
Avorld.  The  fune¬ 
ral  sermon  Avas  de¬ 
livered  by  a  cele¬ 
brated  preacher. 

In  a  fcAV  simple, 
touching  phrases 
he  painted  the 
final  departure  of 
the  just,  Avho  had 
passed  long  years 
of  contrite  prepara¬ 
tion  for  a  Chris¬ 
tian  end.  The 
ser\dce  concluded 
in  the  midst  of 
respectful  silence. 

Then  the  relations 
Avent  toAvards  the 
defunct  to  take  a 
last  fare Avell.  After 
them,  in  a  long 
procession,  all  aaTo 
had  been  invited 
to  the  ceremony 
bowed,  for  the  last 
time,  to  her  Avho 
for  so  many  years 
had  been  a  scare- 
croAV  at  their  enter¬ 
tainments.  Finally 
came  the  Countess’s  household  ;  among 
them  Avas  remarked  an  old  governess,  of  the 
same  age  as  the  deceased,  supported  by  two 
Avomen.  She  had  not  strength  enough  to 
kneel  down,  but  tears  flowed  from  her  eyes, 
as  she  kissed  the  hand  of  her  old  mistress. 

In  his  turn  Hermann  advanced  toAvards 
the  coffin.  He  knelt  doAvn  for  a  moment 
on  the  flagstones,  which  Avere  strcAved  Avith 
branches  of  ycAV.  Then  he  rose,  as  pale  as 
death,  and  Avalked  up  the  steps  of  the 
catafalque.  He  boAved  his  head.  But 
suddenly  the  dead  woman  seemed  to  be 


staring  at  him  ;  andAvith  a  mocking  look  she 
opened  and  shut  one  eye.  Hermann  by  a 
sudden  movement  started  and  fell  back- 
Avards.  Several  persons  hurried  towards 
him.  At  the  same  moment,  close  to  the 
church  door,  Lisabeta  fainted. 

Throughout  the  day,  Hermann  suffered 
from  a  strange  indisposition.  In  a  quiet 
restaurant,  where  he  took  his  meals,  he, 
contrary  to  his  habit,  drank  a  great  deal  of 
Avine,  Avith  the  object  of  stupefying  himself. 

But  the  wine  had  no  effect 
I  ,  1  but  to  excite  his  imagina- 

b  tion,  and  give  fresh  activ¬ 

ity  to  the  ideas  with  which 
he  AA^as  preoccupied. 

He  Avent  home  earlier 
than  usual  ;  lay 
down  Avith  his 
clothes  on  upon 
the  bed,  and  fell 
into  a  leaden  sleep. 
When  he  Avoke  up 
it  Avas  night,  and 
the  room  was 
lighted  up  by  the 
rays  of  the  moon. 
He  looked  at  his 
watch  ;  it  was  a 
quarter  to  three. 
He  could  sleep  no 
more.  He  sat  up 
on  the  bed  and 
thought  of  the  old 
Countess.  At  this 
moment  someone 
in  the  street  passed 
the  AvindoAV,  looked  into  the 
room,  and  then  Avent  on. 
Hermann  scarcely  noticed 
it  ;  but  in  another  minute 
he  heard  the  door  of  the 
ante  -  chamber  open.  He 
thought  that  his  orderly, 
drunk  as  usual,  Avas  returning 
from  some  nocturnal  excursion  ;  but  the 
step  Avas  one  to  Avhich  he  Avas  not  accus¬ 
tomed.  Somebody  seemed  to  be  softly 
AA'alking  over  the  floor  in  slippers. 

The  door  opened,  and  a  Avoman,  dressed 
entirely  in  Avhite,  entered  the  bedroom.  Her¬ 
mann  thought  it  must  be  his  old  nurse,  and 
he  asked  himself  Avhat  she  could  want  at 
that  time  of  night. 

But  the  Avoman  in  Avhite,  crossing  the 
room  with  a  rapid  step,  was  noAV  at  the 
foot  of  his  bed,  and  Hermann  recognised  the 
Countess. 
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“  I  come  to  you  against  my  wish,”  she 
said  in  a  firm  voice.  “I  am  forced  to  grant 
your  prayer.  Three,  seven,  ace,  will  win, 
if  played  one  after  the  other  ;  but  you  must 


“  THREE)  SEVEN,  ACE.* 


not  play  more  than  one  card  in  twenty-four 
hours,  and  afterwards  as  long  as  you  live 
you  must  never  touch  a  card  again.  I 
forgive  you  my  death,  on  condition  of 
your  marrying  my  companion,  Lisabeta 
Ivanovna.” 

With  these  words  she  walked  towards  the 
door,  and  gliding  with  her  slippers  over  the 
floor,  disappeared.  Hermann  heard  the  door 
of  the  ante-chamber  open,  and  soon  after¬ 
wards  saw  a  white  figure  pass  along  the 
street.  It  stopped  for  a  moment  before  his 
window,  as  if  to  look  at  him. 

Hermann  remained  for  some  time  as¬ 
tounded.  Then  he  got  up  and  went  into 
the  next  room.  His  orderly,  drunk  as 
usual,  was  asleep  on  the  floor.  He  had  much 
difficulty  in  waking  him,  and  then  could 
not  obtain  from  him  the  least  explanation. 


The  door  of  the  ante  -  chamber  was 
locked. 

Hermann  went  back  to  his  bedroom,  and 
wrote  down  all  the  details  of  his  vision. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

Two  fixed  ideas  can  no  more  exist  together 
in  the  moral  world  than  in  the  physical 
two  bodies  can  occupy  the  same  place 
at  the  same  time  ;  and  “  Three,  seven, 
ace  ”  soon  drove  away  Hermann’s  recollec¬ 
tion  of  the  old  Countess’s  last  moments. 
‘•  Three,  seven,  ace  ”  were  now  in  his  head 
to  the  exclusion  of  everything  else. 

They  followed  him  in  his  dreams,  and 
appeared  to  him  under  strange  forms. 
Threes  seemed  to  be  spread  before  him  like 
magnolias,  sevens  took  the  form  of  Gothic 
doors,  and  aces  became  gigantic  spiders. 

His  thoughts  concentrated  themselves  on 
one  single  point.  How  was  he  to  profit  by 
the  secret  so  dearly  purchased  ?  What  if 
he  applied  for  leave  to  travel  ?  Ac  Paris, 
he  said  to  himself,  he  Avould  find  some 
gambling-house  where,  with  his  three  cards, 
he  could  at  oilce  make  his  fortune. 

Chance  soon  came  to  his  assistance.  There 
was  at  Moscow  a  society  of  rich  gamblers, 
presided  over  by  the  celebrated  Tchek- 
alinski,  who  had  passed  all  his  life  playing 
at  cards,  and  had  amassed  millions.  For  while 
he  lost  silver  only,  he  gained  bank-notes. 
His  magnificent  house,  his  excellent  kitchen, 
his  cordial  manners,  had  brought  him 
numerous  friends  and  secured  for  him 
general  esteem. 

When  he  came  to  St.  Petersburg,  the 
young  men  of  the  capital  filled  his  rooms, 
forsaking  balls  for  his  card-parties,  and  pre¬ 
ferring  the  emotions  of  gambling  to  the 
fascinations  of  flirting.  Hermann  was  taken 
to  Tchekalinski  by  Naroumoff.  They 
passed  through  a  long  suite  of  rooms,  full 
of  the  most  attentive,  obsequious  servants. 
The  place  was  crowded.  Generals  and  high 
officials  were  playing  at  whist  ;  young  men 
were  stretched  out  on  the  sofas,  eating  ices 
and  smoking  long  pipes.  In  the  principal 
room  at  the  head  of  a  long  table,  around 
which  were  assembled  a  score  of  players, 
the  master  of  the  house  held  a  faro  bank. 

He  was  a  man  of  about  sixty,  with  a 
sweet  and  noble  expression  of  face,  and  hair 
white  as  snow.  On  his  full,  florid  counte¬ 
nance  might  be  read  good  humour  and 
benevolence.  His  eyes  shone  with  a  per¬ 
petual  smile.  Naroumoff  introduced  Her¬ 
mann.  Tchekalinski  took  him  by  the 
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hand,  told  him  that  he  was  glad  to  see  him, 
that  no  one  stood  on  ceremony  in  his 
house  ;  and  then  went  on  dealing.  The 
deal  occupied  some  time,  and  stakes  were 
made  on  more  than  thirty  cards.  Tchek- 
alinski  waited  patiently  to  allow  the  winners 
time  to  double  their  stakes,  paid  what  he 
had  lost,  listened  politely  to  all  observa¬ 
tions,  and,  more  politely  still,  put  straight 
the  corners  of  cards,  when  in  a  fit  of  absence 
some  one  had  taken  the  liberty  of  turning 
them  down.  At  last  when  the  game  was 
at  an  end,  Tchekalinski  collected  the  cards, 
shuffled  them  again,  had  them  cut,  and  then 
dealt  anew. 

“  Will  you  allow  me  to  take  a  card  ?  ” 
said  Hermann,  stretching  out  his  arm  above 
a  fat  man  who  occupied  nearly  the  whole 
of  one  side  of  the  table.  Tchekalinski,  with 
a  gracious  smile,  bowed  in  consent. 
Naroumoff  complimented  Hermann,  with  a 
laugh,  on  the  cessation  of  the  austerity  by 
which  his  conduct  had  hitherto  been 
marked,  and  wished  him  all  kinds  of  happi¬ 
ness  on  the  occasion  of  his  first  appearance 
in  the  character  of  a  gambler. 

“  There  !  ”  said  Hermann,  after  writing 
some  figures  on  the  back  of  his  card. 

“  How  much  ?  ”  asked  the  banker,  half 
closing  his  eyes.  “  Excuse  me,  I  cannot 
see.” 

“  Forty-seven  thousand  roubles,”  said 
Hermann. 

Every  one’s  eyes  were  directed  toward  the 
new  player. 

“  He  has  lost  his  head,”  thought 
Naroumoff. 

“  Allow  me  to  point  out  to  you,”  said 
Tchekalinski,  with  his  eternal  smile,  “  that 
you  are  playing  rather  high.  We  never 
put  down  here,  as  a  first  stake,  more  than 
a  hundred  and  seventy-five  roubles.” 

“  Very  well,”  said  Hermann  ;  “  but  do 
you  accept  my  stake  or  not  ?  ” 

Tchekalinski  bowed  in  token  of  accepta¬ 
tion.  “  I  only  wish  to  point  out  to  you,” 
he  said,  “  that  although  I  am  perfectly  sure 
of  my  friends,  I  can  only  play  against  ready 
money.  I  am  quite  convinced  that  your 
word  is  as  good  as  gold  ;  but  to  keepmp 
tlie  rules  of  the  game,  and  to  facilitate  cal¬ 
culations,  I  should  be  obliged  to  you  if  you 
would  put  the  money  on  your  card.” 

Hermann  took  a  bank-note  from  his 
pocket  and  handed  it  to  Tchekalinski,  who, 
after  examining  it  with  a  glance,  placed  it 
on  Hermann’s  card. 

Then  he  began  to  deal.  He  turned  up  on 
the  right  a  ten,  and  on  the  left  a  three.  ' 
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“  I  win,”  said  Hermann,  exhibiting  his 
three. 

A  murmur  of  astonishment  ran  through 
the  assembly.  The  banker  knitted  his 
eyebrows,  but  speedily  his  face  resumed  its 
everlasting  smile. 

“  Shall  I  settle  at  once  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“  If  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  do  so,” 
said  Hermann. 

Tehekalinski  took  a  bundle  of  bank-notes 
from  his  pocket-book,  and  paid.  Hermann 
poeketed  his  winnings  and  left  the  table. 

Naroumoff  was  lost  in  astonishment. 
Hermann  drank  a  glass  of  lemonade  and 
went  home. 

The  next  evening  he  returned  to  the 
house.  Tchekalinski  again  held  the  bank. 
Hermann  went  to  the  table,  and  this  time 
the  players  hastened  to  make  room  for  him. 
Tchekalinski  received  him  with  a  most 
gracious  bow.  Hermann  waited,  took  a 
card,  and  staked  on  it  his  forty-seven  thou¬ 
sand  roubles,  together  with  the  like  sum 
which  he  had  gained  the  evening  before. 

Tchekalinski  began  to  deal.  He  turned 
up  on  the  right  a  knave,  and  on  the  left  a 
seven.  ’ 

Hermann  exhibited  a  seven. 

There  was  a  general  exclamation. 
Tchekalinski  was  evidently  ill  at  ease,  but 
he  counted  out  the  ninety-four  thousand 
roubles  to  Hermann,  who  took  them  in  the 
calmest  manner,  rose  from  the  table,  and 
went  away. 

The  next  evening,  at  the  accustomed 
hour,  he  again  appeared.  Everyone  was 
expecting  him.  Generals  and  high  officials 
had  left  their  whist  to  watch  this  extra¬ 
ordinary  play.  The  young  officers  had 
quitted  their  sofas,  and  even  the  servants  of 
the  house  pressed  round  the  table. 

When  Hermann  took  his  seat,  the  other 
players  ceased  to  stake,  so  impatient  were 
they  to  see  him  have  it  out  with  the  banker, 
who,  still  smiling,  watched  the  apprcfach 
of  his  antagonist  and  prepared  to  meet  him. 
Each  of  them  untied  at  the  same  time  a 
pack  of  cards.  Tchekalinski  shuffled,  and 
llermann  cut.  Then  the  latter  took  up  a 
card  and  covered  it  Avith  a  lieap  of  bank¬ 
notes.  It  was  like  the  preliminaries  of  a  duel. 
A  deep  silence  reigned  through  the  room. 

Tchekalinski  took  up  the  cards  with 
trembling  hands  and  dealt.  On  one  side  he 
put  down  a  queen  and  on  the  other  side 
an  ace. 

“  Ace  wins,”  said  Hermann. 
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queen  of  spades  resembled  the  dead  Coun¬ 
tess  ! 

Hermann  is  now  at  the  Oboukhoff 

Asylum,  room  No.  17  -  a  hopeless 

madman  !  He  answers  no  questions  which 
we  put  to  him.  Only  he  mumbles  to  himself 
without  cessation,  “  Three,  seven,  ace ; 
three,  seven,  queen  !  ” 


“  No.  Queen  loses,”  said  Tchekalinski. 

Hermann  looked.  Instead  of  ace,  he 
saw  a  queen  of  spades  before  him.  He 
could  not  trust  his  eyes  !  And  now  as  he 
gazed,  in  fascination,  on  the  fatal  card, 
he  fancied  that  he  saw  the  queen  of  spades 
open  and  then  close  her  eye,  while  at  the 
same  time  she  gave  a  mocking  smile.  He 
felt  a  thrill  of  nameless  horror.  The 


The  Two  Genies, 

A  Story  for  Children  ;  from  the  French  of  Voltaire. 


EBONY  AND  TOPAZ. 


VERY  one  in  the  province  of 
Candahar  knows  the  adven¬ 
tures  of  young  Rustem.  He 
was  the  only  son  of  a  Mirza 
of  that  country — or,  as  we 
might  say,  a  lord.  His  father, 
the  Mirza,  had  a  good  estate.  Rustem  was 
to  be -married  to  the  daughter  of  a  Mirza 
of  his  own  rank,  as  both  families  ardently 
desired.  He  was  intended  to  be  the  com¬ 
fort  of  his  parents,  to  make  his  wife  happy, 
and  to  be  happy  with  her. 

But,  unfortunately,  he  had  seen  the 


Princess  of  Cashmere  at 
the  great  fair  at  Cabul, 
which  is  the  most  impor¬ 
tant  fair  in  the  whole 
world.  And  this  was  the 
reason  why  the  old  Prince 
of  Cashmere  had  brought 
his  daughter  to  the  fair. 
He  had  lost  the  two  most 
precious  objects  in  his 
treasury  :  one  was  a  dia¬ 
mond  as  big  as  my  thumb, 
on  which,  by  an  art  then 
known  to  the  Indians, 
but  now  forgotten,  a  por¬ 
trait  of  his  daughter  was 
engraved  ;  the  other  was 
a  javelin,  which  of  its 
own  accord  would  strike 
whatever  mark  the  owner  wished. 

A  fakir  in  his  Highness’s  train  had  stolen 
these  treasures,  and  carried  them  to  the 
Princess.  “  Take  the  greatest  care  of  these 
two  things,”  said  he;  “your  fate  depends 
upon  them.”  Then  he  went  away,  and  was 
seen  no  more. 

The  Prince  of  Cashmere,  in  great  despair, 
determined  to  travel  to  the  fair  at  Cabul, 
to  see  whether  among  all  the  merchants 
who  collected  there  from  the  four  quarters 
of  the  earth,  there  might  not  be  one  who 
had  his  diamond  or  his  weapon.  He  took 
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his  daughter  with  him  wherever  he  went, 
and  she  carried  the  diamond  safe  in  her 
girdle  ;  but  as  for  the  javelin,  which  she 
could  not  conveniently  hide,  she  left  it  in 
Cashmere,  safely  locked  up  in  a  large 
Chinese  chest. 

At  Cabul  she  and  Rustem  saw  each 
other,  and  they  fell  in  love  with  all  the 
ardour  of  their  nation.  As  a  love-token  the 
Priticess  gave  him  the  diamond  ;  and,  at 
parting,  Rustem  promised  to  go  to  see  her 
secretly  in  Cashmere. 

The  young  Mirza  had  two  favourite 
attendants  who  served  him 
as  secretaries,  stewards, 
and  body-servants.  One 
was  named  Topaz  ;  he 
was  handsome  and  well- 
made,  as  fair  as  a  Cir¬ 
cassian  beauty,  as  gentle 
and  obliging  as  an 
Armenian,  and  as 
wise  as  a  Parsee. 

The  other  was 
called  Ebony,  a 
good-looking  ne¬ 
gro,  more  active 
and  more  indus¬ 
trious  than  Topaz, 
and  who  never 
made  objections. 

To  them  he  spoke 
about  his  journey. 

Topaz  tried  to  dis¬ 


he  leave  two  families  in  despair,  and  cut 
his  parents  to  the  heart  ?  He  shook 
Rustem’s  purpose  ;  but  Ebony  once  more 
confirmed  it,  and  removed  his  scruples. 

The  young  man  had  not  money  enough 
for  so  long  a  journey.  Wise  Topaz  would 
have  refused  to  get  it  for  him.  Ebony 
provided  it.  He  quietly  stole  his  master’s 
diamond,  and  had  a  false  one  made  exactly 
like  it,  which  he  put  in  its  place,  pledging 
the  real  one  to  an  Armenian  for  many 
thousands  of  rupees. 

As  soon  as  Rustem  had  the  rupees  he 


“  AN  El  EPHANT  WAS  LOADED  WITH  HIS  BAGGAGE." 

suade  him,  with  the  cautious  zeal  of  a 
servant  who  is  anxious  not  to  offend,  and 
reminded  him  of  all  the  risks.  How  could 


was  ready  to  start.  An  elephant 
was  loaded  with  his  baggage,  and 
they  set  out  on  horseback. 

“  I  took  the  liberty,”  said  Topaz 
to  his  master,  “of  remonstrating  against 
your  enterprise  ;  but  after  speaking  it  was 
my  duty  to  obey.  I  am  your  slave.  I  love 
you,  and  will  follow  you  to  the  end  of  the 
world.  But  let  us  consult  the  oracle  which 
is  on  our  way.” 

Rustem  agreed.  The  answer  of  the  oracle 
was  this  :  “  If  you  turn  to  the  east  you  will 
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his  horses,  his  favourite  negro,  and  the  sage 
Topaz,  for  whom  he  had  always  had  a 
regard,  though  he  did  not  always  agree  with 
his  opinion. 

He  was  comforting  himself  with  the  hope 
of  soon  finding  himself  at  the  feet  of  the 
beautiful  Princess  of  Cashmere,  when  he 
met  a  fine  striped  ass,  which  a  vigorous 
peasant  was  beating  violently  with  a  stick. 
There  is  nothing  rarer,  swifter,  or  more 
beautiful  than  an  ass  of  this  kind.  This  one 
retorted  on  the  rustic  for  his  thrashing  by 
kicks  which  might  have  uprooted  an  oak. 
The  young  Mirza  very  naturally  took  the 


turn  to  the  west.”  Rustem  could  not  under¬ 
stand  this.  Topaz  maintained  that  it  boded 
no  good  ;  Ebony,  always  accommodating, 
persuaded  him  that  it  was  very  favourable. 

There  was  yet  another  oracle  in  Cabul, 
which  they  consulted  also.  The  Cabul  oracle 
replied  as  follows  :  “If  you  possess  you  will 
not  possess  ;  if  you  get  the  best  of  it,  you  will 
get  the  worst  ;  if  you  are  Rustem  you  will 
not  be  Rustem.”  This  saying  seemed  still 
more  incomprehensible  than  the  other. 

“  Beware,”  said  Topaz. 

“  Fear  nothing,”  said  Ebony.  And  he, 
as  may  be  supposed,  seemed  to  his  master 
to  be  always  in  the 
right,  since  he  encour¬ 
aged  his  passion  and 
his  hopes. 

On  leaving  Cabul 
they  marched  through 
a  great  forest.  Here 
they  sat  down  on  the 
grass  to  eat,  while  the 
horses  were  turned 
loose  to  feed.  They 
were  about  to  unload 
the  elephant,  which 
carried  the  dinner  and 
the  service,  when  it 
was  discovered  that 
Topaz  and  Ebony  were 
no  longer  with  the 
party.  They  called 
them  loudly  ;  the  forest 
echoed  with  the  names 
of  Topaz  and  Ebony; 
the  men  sought  them 
in  every  direction  and 
filled  the  woods  with 
their  shouts,  but  they 
came  back  having  seen 
no  one  and  heard  no 
answer.  “We  saw  no¬ 
thing,”  they  said  to 
Rustem,  “  but  a  vulture  fighting  with  an 
eagle  and  plucking  out  all  its  feathers.” 

The  history  of  this  struggle  excited 
Rustem’s  curiosity  ;  he  went  to  the  spot  on 
foot.  He  saw  no  vulture  or  eagle,  but  he 
found  that  his  elephant,  still  loaded  with 
baggage,  had  been  attacked  by  a  huge 
rhinoceros.  One  was  fighting  with  his  horn, 
the  other  with  his  trunk.  On  seeing 
Rustem  the  rhinoceros  retreated,  and  the 
elephant  was  led  back.  But  now  the  horses 
were  gone.  “  Strange  things  happen  to 
travellers  in  the  forest !  ”  exclaimed  Rus¬ 
tem.  The  servants  were  dismayed,  and 
their  master  was  in  despair  at  having  lost 


THE  ASS  RETORTED  BY  KICKS. 

ass’s  part,  for  it  was  a  beautiful  beast.  The 
peasant  ran  off,  crying  out  to  the  ass  :  “I 
will  pay  you  out  yet  !  ”  The  ass  thanked 
its  liberator  after  its  fashion,  went  up  to 
him,  fawned  on  him,  and  received  his 
caresses. 

Having  dined,  Rustem  mounted  him,  and 
took  the  road  to  Cashmere  with  his  servants, 
some  on  foot  and  some  riding  the  elephant. 

Hardly  had  he  mounted  his  ass,  when  the 
animal  turned  towards  Cabul,  instead  of 
proceeding  on  the  Avay  to  Cashmere.  In  vain 
his  rider  tugged  at  the  bridle,  jerked  at  the 
bit,  squeezed  his  ribs  with  his  knees,  drove 
the  spurs  into  his  flanks,  gave  him  his  head, 
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pulled  him  up,  whipped  him  right  and  left. 
The  obstinate  beast  still  made  direct  for 
Cabul. 

Rustem  was  growing  desperate,  when  he 
met  a  camel-driver,  who  said  to  him — 

“You  have  a  very  stubborn  ass  there, 
master,  which  insists  on  carrying  you  where 
you  do  not  want  to  go.  If  you  will  let  me 
have  him,  I  will  give  you  four  of  my  camels, 
which  you  may  choose  for  yourself. 

Rustem  thanked  Providence  for  having 
sent  so  good  a  bargain  in  his  way.  “  Topaz 
was  all  wrong,”  thought  he,  “  to  say  that 
my  journey  would  be  unlucky.”  He 
mounted  the  finest  of  the  camels,  and  the 
others  followed.  He  soon  rejoined  his 
little  caravan,  and  went  on  his  way  towards 
happiness. 

He  had  not  marched  more  than  four 
miles,  when  he  was  stopped  by  a  torrent, 
wide,  deep,  and  impetuous,  tumbling  over 
rocks  all  white  with  foam.  On  each  shore 
rose  precipitous  cliffs  which  bewildered  the 
eye  and  chilled  the  heart  of  man.  There 
was  no  way  of  getting  across,  of  turning  to 
the  right  hand  or  to  the  left. 

“  I  am  beginning  to  fear,”  said  Rustem, 
“  that  Topaz  may  have  been  right  to  re¬ 
prehend  me  for  this  journey,  and  I  very 
wrong  to  undertake  it.  If  he  were  but  here 
he  might  give  me  some  good  advice,  and  if 
I  had  Ebony,  he  at  any  rate  would  comfort 
me,  and  suggest  some  expedient.  As  it  is 
I  have  no  one  left  to  help  me.” 

His  dismay  was  increased  by  that  of  his 
followers.  The  night  was  very  dark,  and 
they  spent  it  in  lamentations.  At  last 
fatigue  and  dejection  brought  sleep  to  the 
love-sick  traveller.  He  awoke,  however,  at 
daybreak,  and  saw  a  fine  marble  bridge 
built  across  the  torrent  from  shore  to  shore. 
'  Then  Avhat  exclamations,  what  cries  of 
astonishment  and  delight.  “  Is  it  possible  ? 
Is  it  a  dream  ?  What  a  marvel  !  It  is 
magic  !  Dare  we  cross  it  ?  ”  All  the  Mirza’s 
train  fell  on  their  knees,  got  up  again,  went 
to  the  bridge,  kissed  the  ground,  looked  up 
to  heaven,  lifted  their  hands  ;  then  tremu¬ 
lously  set  foot  on  it,  went  over,  and  came 
back  in  perfect  ecstasy.  And  Rustem  said, 
“  Heaven  is  on  my  side  this  time.  Topaz 
did  not  know  what  he  was  saying.  The 
oracles  were  in  my  favour.  Ebony  was 
right ;  but  why  is  he  not  here  ?  ” 

Hardly  had  the  caravan  crossed  in  safety, 
when  the  bridge  fell  into  the  torrent  with 
an  appalling  crash. 

“  So  much  the  better  I  ”  cried  Rustem. 
“  God  be  praised  !  He  does  not  intend 


me  to  return  to  my  own  country,  where 
I  should  be  only  a  private  gentleman. 
He  means  me  to  marry  the  Princess.  I 
shall  be  Prince  of  Cashmere.  In  that 
way,  when  I  possess  my  Princess,  I  shall 
not  possess  my  humble  rank  in  Canda- 
har  ;  I  shall  be  Rustem,  and  I  shall  not, 
since  I  shall  be  a  great  prince.  There 
is  a  great  deal  of  the  oracle  interpreted  in 
my  favour.  The  rest  will  be  explained  in 
the  same  way.  I  am  too  happy  !  But 
why  is  not  Ebony  at  my  side  ?  I  regret 
him  a  thousand  times  more  than  Topaz.” 

He  rode  a  few  miles  further  in  great  glee  ; 
but  as  evening  fell,  a  chain  of  mountains, 
steeper  than  a  rampart,  and  higher  than  the 
Tower  of  Babel  would  have  been  when 
finished,  entirely  closed  the  road  against  the 
travellers,  who  were  filled  with  fears. 

Everyone  exclaimed  :  “  It  is  the  will  of 
God  that  we  should  perish  here  !  He  has 
broken  down  the  bridge  that  we  may  have 
no  hope  of  returning  ;  He  has  raised  up 
this  mountain  to  hinder  our  going  forward. 
Oh,  Rustem  !  Oh,  hapless  Mirza !  We 
shall  never  see  Cashmere,  we  shall  never 
return  to  the  land  of  Candahar  !  ” 

In  Rustem’s  soul  the  keenest  anguish 
and  most  complete  dejection  succeeded  the 
immoderate  joy  and  hopes  which  had  in¬ 
toxicated  him.  He  was  now  very  far  from 
interpreting  the  oracles  to  his  advantage  : 
“  Oh  merciful  Heaven  !  ”  he  cried.  “  Have 
I  really  lost  my  friend  Topaz  ?  ” 

As  he  spoke  the  words,  heaving  deep 
sighs  and  shedding  bitter  tears  in  the 
sight  of  his  despairing  followers,  behold, 
the  base  of  the  mountain  opened,  and  a  long 
vaulted  gallery  lighted  by  a  hundred  thou¬ 
sand  torches  was  revealed  to  his  dazzled 
eyes  ! 

Rustem  broke  into  exclamations  of  joy  ; 
his  people  fell  on  their  knees  or  dropped 
down  with  amazement,  crying  out  that  it  was 
a  miracle,  and  that  Rustem  was  destined  to 
govern  the  world.  Rustem  himself  believed 
it,  and  was  uplifted  beyond  measure.  “  Ah  ! 
Ebony,  my  dear  Ebony,  where  are  you  ?  ” 
he  cried.  “  Why  are  you  not  here  to  see 
all  these  wonders  ?  How  did  I  come  to 
lose  you  ?  Fair  Princess  of  Cashmere, 
when  shall  I  again  behold  your  charms  ?  ” 

He  marched  forward  with  his  servants, 
his  elephant,  and  his  camels  into  the  tunnel 
under  the  mountain,  and  at  the  end  of  it 
came  out  upon  a  meadow  enamelled  with 
flowers  and  watered  by  brooks.  Beyond 
this  meadow,  avenues  of  trees  stretched 
into  the  far  distance  ;  at  the  end  of  them 
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was  a  river  bordered  by  delightful  houses 
in  the  loveliest  gardens.  On  every  side  he 
heard  concerts  of  voices  and  instruments, 
and  saw  dancing.  He  hurried  across  one  of 
the  bridges  over  the  river,  and  asked  the 
first  man  he  met  what  was  this  beautiful 
country. 

The  man  to  whom  he  spoke  replied  : 
“You  are  in  the  province  of  Cashmere; 
the  inhabitants,  as  you  see,  are  holding 
great  rejoicings.  We  are  doing  honour  to 
the  wedding  of  our  beautiful  Princess,  who 
is  about  to  marry  a  certain  lord  named 
Barbabou  to  whom  her  father  has  plighted 


THE  CLEVEREST  PHYSICIANS  WERE  CALLED  IN. 


her.  May  Heaven 
prolong  their  hap¬ 
piness 

On  hearing  these 
words  Rustem  fell 
down  in  a  swoon. 

The  gentleman  of 
Cashmere,  suppos¬ 
ing  that  he  was 

liable  to  fits,  had  him  carried  to  his  own 
house,  where  he  lay  some  time  unconscious. 
The  two  cleverest  physicians  of  the  district 
were  called  in  ;  they  felt  their  patient’s 
pulse  ;  and  he  having  somewhat  recovered, 
sobbed  and  sighed,  and  rolled  his  eyes, 
exclaiming,  “  Topaz,  Tapaz,  you  were  right 
after  all !  ” 

One  of  the  physicians  said  to  the  gentle¬ 
man  of  Cashmere,  “  I  perceive  by  his  accent 
that  this  young  man  comes  from  Candahar  ; 
the  air  of  this  country  does  not  agree  with 
him,  and  he  must  be  sent  home  again.  I 


can  see  by  his  eyes  that  he  is  mad  ;  leave 
him  in  my  hands  ;  I  will  take  him  back  to 
his  own  country  and  cure  him.”  The  other 
physician  declared  that  his  only  complaint 
was  melancholy,  and  that  he  ought  to  be 
taken  to  the  Princess’s  wedding  and  com¬ 
pelled  to  dance. 

While  they  were  discussing  his  case  the 
sick  man  recovered  his  powers  ;  the  two 
physicians  were  sent  away,  and  Rustem 
remained  alone  with  his  host. 

“  Sir,”  said  he,  “  I  ask  your  pardon  for 
fainting  in  your  presence  ;  I  know  that  it 
is  not  good  manners,  and  I  entreat  you  to 
accept  my  elephant  in  acknowledgment 
of  all  the  kindness  with  which  you  have 
received  me.” 

He  then  related  his  adventures,  taking 

good  care  not  to 
mention  the  object 
of  his  journey. 
“  But,  in  tire  name 
of  Brahma,”  said 
he,  “tell  me  who 
is  this  happy  Bar¬ 
babou  who  is  to 
be  married  to  the 
Princess  of  Cash- 
mere,  and  why  her 
father  has  chosen 
him  for  his  son-in- 
law,  and  why  the 
Princess  has  ac¬ 
cepted  him  for  her 
husband.” 

“  My  lord,”  re¬ 
plied  the  gentle¬ 
man  of  Cashmere, 
“  the  Princess  is  far 
from  having  ac¬ 
cepted  him.  On 
the  contrary,  she  is 
drowned  in  tears, 
while  the  province 
rejoices  over  her 
marriage.  She  is 


shut  up  in  the  Palace  Tower,  and  refuses 
to  see  any  of  the  festivities  prepared  in  her 
honour.” 

Rustem,  on  hearing  this,  felt  new  life  in 
his  soul,  and  the  colour  which  sorrow  had 
faded  came  again  into  his  cheeks. 

“  Then  pray  tell  me,”  he  continued, 
“  why  the  Prince  of  Cashmere  persists  in 
marrying  her  to  Barbabou  against  her  will.” 

“The  facts  are  these,”  replied  his  friend. 
“  Do  you  know  that  our  august  Prince  lost 
some  time  ago  a  diamond  and  a  javelin,  on 
which  his  heart  was  greatly  set  ?  ” 
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“  I  know  it  well,”  said  Rustem. 

“  Then,  I  must  tell  you,”  said  his  host, 
that  the  Prince,  in  despair  at  hearing 
nothing  of  his  two  treasures,  after  searching 
for  them  all  the  world  over,  promised  his 
daughter  in  marriage  to  anyone  who  would 
bring  him  either  of  them.  Then  Barbabou 
arrived  and  brought  the  diamond  with  him  ; 
and  he  is  to  marry  the  Princess  to-morrow.” 

Rustem  turned  pale.  He  muttered  his 
thanks,  took  leave  of  his  host,  and  went  off 
on  his  dromedary  to  the  capital  where  the 
ceremony  was  to  take  place.  He  reached 
the  palace  of  the  sovereign,  announced  that 
he  had  matters  of  importance  to  com¬ 
municate  to  him,  and  craved  an  audience. 
He  was  told  that  the  Prince  was  engaged 
in  preparing  for  the  wedding.  “That  is 
the  very  reason,”  said  he, 

“  why  I  wish  to  speak  to 
him.”  In  short,  he  was  so 
irgent  that  he  was  admitted. 

“My  lord,”  said  he,  “may 
Heaven  crown  your  days 
with  glory  and  magnificence ! 

Your  son-in-law  is  a  rascal.” 

“  A  rascal !  How  dare  you 
say  so  ?  Is  that  the  way  to 
speak  to  a  Prince  of  Cash- 
mere  of  the  son-in- 
law  he  has  chosen  ?  ” 


pared  the  two  diamonds,  and,  as  he  knew 
nothing  about  gems,  he  could  not  tell  which 
was  the  true  one. 

“Here  are  two  diamonds,”  said  he,  “  but 
I  have  only  one  daughter.  I  am  in  a  strange 
dilemma  !  ” 

Then  he  sent  for  Barbabou,  and  asked 
him  whether  he  had  not  deceived  him. 
Barbabou  swore  that  he  had  bought  the 
diamond  of  an  Armenian.  Ru-stem  did  not 
say  from  whom  he  had  got  his,  but  he 
proposed,  as  a  solution,  that  his  Highness 
should  allow  him  and  his  rival  to  fight  in 
single  combat  on  the  spot. 

“  It  is  not  enough  that  your  son-in-law 
should  possess  a  diamond,”  said  he,  “  he 
ought  also  to  show  proof  of  valour.  Do  you 
not  think  it  fair  that  the  one  who  kills  the 


Yes,  a 


rascal,” 
.  “And 


said  Rustem 
to  prove  it  to  your 
Highness,  here  is 


other  should  marry 
the  Princess  ?  ” 

“  Very  good,”  said 
the  Prince  ;  “  it  will 
be  a  fine  show  for 
all  the  Court.  You 
two  shall  fight  it  out 
at  once.  The  con¬ 
queror  shall  have 
the  armour  of  the 
conquered  man,  after 

your  diamond,  which  I  have  brought  back  the  custom  of  Cashmere  ;  and  he  shall  marry 
to  you.”  the  Princess.” 

The  Prince,  in  much  amazement,  com-  The  rivals  immediately  descended  to  the 


THE  COMBAT  BEGAN. 
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palace  court.  On  the  stairs  they  saw  a  mag¬ 
pie  and  a  raven.  The  raven  cried,  “  Fight 
it  out,  fight  it  out  !  ”  the  magpie,  “  Do  not 
fight !  ”  This  made  the  Prince  laugh.  The 
rivals  scarcely  noticed  the  two  birds. 

The  combat  began.  All  the  courtiers 
stood  round  them  in  a  circle.  The  Princess 
still  shut  herself  up  in  her  tower  and  would 
see  nothing  of  it.  She  had  no  suspicion 
that  her  loVer  could  be  in  Cashmere,  and 
she  had  such  a  horror  of  Barbabou  that  she 
would  not  look  on.  The  fight  went  off  as 
well  as  possible.  Barbabou  was  left  stone 
dead,  and  the  populace  were  delighted,  for 
he  was  ugly  and  Rustem  very  handsome — 
a  fact  which  almost  always  turns  the  scale 
of  public  favour. 

The  conqueror  put  on  the  dead  man’s 
coat  of  mail,  his  scarf  and  his  helmet,  and 
approached  the  window  of  his  mistress  to 
the  sound  of  trumpets,  followed  by  all  the 
Court.  Everyone  was  shouting :  “Fair 
Princess,  come  and  see  your  handsome 
bridegroom  who  has  killed  his  hideous 
rival !  ”  and  the  ladies  repeated  the  words. 
The  Princess  unfortunately  looked  out  of 
window,  and  seeing  the  armour  of  the  man 
she  abhorred  she  flew  in  despair  to  the 
Chinese  trunk,  and  took  out  the  fatal  javelin, 
which  darted,  at  her  wish,  to  pierce  her  dear 
Rustem  through  a  joint  in  his  cuirass.  He 
gave  a  bitter  cry,  and  in  that  cry  the 
Princess  thought  that  she  recognised  the 
voice  of  her  hapless  lover. 

She  flew  into  the  courtyard,  her  hair  all 
dishevelled,  death  in  her  eyes  and  in  her 
heart.  Rustem  was  lying  in  her  father’s 
arms.  She  saw  him  !  What  a  moment, 
what  a  sight !  Who  can  express  the 
anguish,  the  tenderness,  the  horror  of  that 
meeting  ?  She  threw  herself  upon  him  and 
,  embraced  him. 

“  These,”  she  cried,  “  are  the  first  and 
last  kisses  of  your  lover  and  destroyer.” 
Then  snatching  the  dart  from  his  wound, ' 
she  plunged  it  into  her  own  heart,  and  died 
on  the  breast  of  the  lover  she  adored. 

Her  father,  horror-stricken  and  heart¬ 
broken,  strove  in  vain  to  bring  her  back 
to  life  ;  she  was  no  more.  He  broke  the 
fatal  weapon  into  fragments,  and  flung  away 
the  ill-starred  diamonds  ;  and  while  prepara¬ 
tions  were  proceeding  for  his  daughter’s 
funeral  instead  of  her  wedding,  he  had  the 
bleeding  but  still  living  Rustem  carried  into 
his  palace. 

Rustem  was  laid  upon  a  couch.  The  first 
thing  he  saw,  one  on  each  side  of  his  death¬ 
bed,  were  Topaz  and  Ebony.  Surprise  gave 


him  strength.  “  Cruel  that  you  were,” 
said  he  ;  “  why  did  you  desert  me  ?  The 
Princess  might  still  perhaps  be  living  if 
you  had  been  at  hand  !  ” 

“  I  have  never  left  you  for  a  moment,” 
said  Topaz. 

“  I  have  been  always  at  your  side,”  said 
Ebony. 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?  Why  do  you 
insult  me  in  my  last  moments  ?  ”  replied 
Rustem,  in  a  weak  voice. 

“  Believe  me,  it  is  true,”  said  Topaz. 
“You  know  I  never  approved  of  this  ill- 
advised  journey,  for  I  foresaw  its  disastrous 
end.  I  was  the  eagle  which  struggled  with 
the  vulture,  and  which  the  vulture  plucked  ; 
I  was  the  elephant  which  made  off  with 
your  baggage  to  compel  you  to  return 
home  ;  I  was  the  striped  ass  which  would 
fain  have  carried  you  back  to  your  father  ; 
it  was  I  who  led  your  horses  astray,  who 
produced  the  torrent  which  you  could  not 
cross,  who  raised  the  mountain  which 
checked  your  unlucky  advance  ;  I  was  the 
physician  who  advised  your  return  to  your 
native  air,  and  the  magpie  which  urged  you 
not  to  fight.” 

“  I,”  said  Ebony,  “  was  the  vulture  who 
plucked  the  eagle,  the  rhinoceros  which 
thrust  its  horn  into  the  elephant,  the  peasant 
who  beat  the  ass,  the  merchant  who  gave 
you  the  camels  to  hasten  you  to  your  ruin  ; 
I  raised  the  bridge  you  crossed  ;  I  bored  the 
mountains  for  you  to  pass  ;  I  was  the  phy¬ 
sician  who  advised  you  to  proceed,  and  the 
raven  which  encouraged  you  to  fight.” 

“Alas!  And  remember  the  oracles,” 
added  Topaz  ;  “  Hf  you  turn  to  the  east 
you  will  turn  to  the  west.’  ” 

“  Yes,  here  they  bury  the  dead  with  their 
faces  turned  westward,”  said  Ebony.  “  The 
oracle  was  plain  ;  why  did  not  you  under¬ 
stand  it  ?  You  possessed  and  you  possessed 
not  ;  for  you  had  the  diamond,  but  it  was 
a  false  one,  and  you  did  not  know  it  ;  you 
got  the  best  of  it  in  battle,  but  you  also  got 
the  worst,  for  you  must  die  ;  you  are  Rus¬ 
tem,  but  you  will  soon  cease  to  be  so.  The 
oracle  is  fulfilled.” 

Even  as  he  spoke  two  white  wings  ap¬ 
peared  on  the  shoulders  of  Topaz,  and  two 
black  wings  on  those  of  Ebony. 

“  What  is  this  that  I  see  ?  ”  cried  Rustem. 
And  Topaz  and  Ebony  replied:  “We  are 
your  two  genies.”  “  I,”  added  Topaz,  “  am 
your  good  genie.” 

“  And  you.  Ebony,  with  your  black  wings, 
are  apparently  my  evil  genie.” 

“  As  you  say,”  replied  Ebony. 


THE  STRAND  MAGAZINE. 


Then  suddenly  everything  vanished. 
Rustem  found  himself  in  his  father’s  house 
which  he  had  not  quitted,  and  in  his  bed 
where  he  had  been  sleeping  just  an  hour. 

He  awoke  with  a  start,  bathed  in  sweat 
and  greatly  scared.  He  shouted,  he  called, 
he  rang.  His  servant  Topaz  hurried  up  in 
his  night-cap,  yawning. 


“  And  what,”  cried  Rustem,  “  has  become 
of  that  cruel  Ebony,  with  his  two  black 
wings  ?  Is  it  his  fault  that  I  am  dying  so 
dreadful  a  death  ?  ” 

“  Sir,  I  left  him  upstairs  snoring.  Shall 
I  call  him  down  ?  ” 

“  The  villain  !  He  has  been  tormenting 
me  these  six  months.  It  was  he  who  took 
me  to  that  fatal  fair  at  Cabul; 
it  was  he  who  stole  the  dia¬ 
mond  the  Princess  gave  me  ; 
he  is  the  sole  cause  of  my 
journey,  of  the  death  of  my 
Princess  and  of  the  javelin- 
wound  of  Avhich  I  am  dying 
in  the  prime  of  youth.” 

“  Make  yourself  easy,”  said 
Topaz.  “You  have  never 
been  to  Cabul.  There  is  no 
Princess  of  Cashmere  ;  the 
Prince  has  but  tAvo  sons,  and 
they  are  noAV  at  school.  You 
never  had  any  diamond.  The 
Princess  cannot  be  dead  since 
she  never  Avas  born  ;  and  you 
are  perfectly  sound  and  Avell.” 

“What!  Is  it  not  true 
that  you  became  in  turn  an 
eagle,  an  elephant,  an  ass,  a 
doctor,  and  a  magpie,  to  pro¬ 
tect  me  from  ill  ?  ” 

“  It  is  all  a  dream,  sir.  Our 
ideas  are  no  more  under  our 
control  Avhen  sleeping  than 
when  aAvake.  The  Almighty 
sent  that  string  of  ideas 
through  your  head,  as  it 
Avould  seem,  to  give  you 
some  lesson  AAAich  you  may 
lay  to  heart.” 

“You  are  making  game  of 
me,”  said  Rustem.  “  Hoav 
long  have  I  been  sleeping  ?  ” 
“  Sir,  you  haA^e  only  slept 


THE  TWO  GENIES. 


“  Am  I  dead  or  alive  ?  ”  cried  Rustem. 
“  Will  the  beautiful  Princess  of  Cashmere 


recover  ?  ”  •  ^  „ 

“Is  your  Highness  dreaming? 

Topaz,  calmly- 


said 


one  hour.” 

“Well,  I  cannot  understand  it,”  said 
Rustem. 

But  perhaps  he  took  the  lesson  to  heart, 
and  learnt  to  doubt  Avhether  all  he  Avished 
for  Avas  right  and  good  for  him. 


AD  VERTISEMENTS. 


SEAMLESS  CARPETS. 


SEAMLESS  BRUSSELS  CARPETS, 

12  ft.  by  9  ft.,  £3  lOs. 

SEAMLESS  AXMINSTER  CARPETS, 

ALL  SIZES,  THICK  FILE,  VARIED  PATTERNS. 

PATTERNS  AND  PRICES  ON  APPLICATION. 

CHEVIOT  CARPETS. 

Protected  by  Trade  Mark. 


£  s-  d. 

£ 

s. 

8  ft.  o  in.  X 

7  ft.  0  in.  ... 

.  o  i8  6 

12  ft.  9  in.  X  9  ft.  9  in. 

•  •  • 

2 

2 

§' 

9  ft.  o  in.  X 

7  ft.  o  in.  ... 

.  I  I  o 

12  ft.  9  in.  X  II  ft.  3  in. 

• 

»«• 

2 

8 

• 

9  ft.  3  in.  X 

8  ft.  3  in.  ... 

.  156 

13  ft.  3  in.  X  II  ft.  3  in. 

2 

10 

• 

lo  ft.  3  in.  X 

8  ft.  3  in.  ... 

.  180 

14  ft.  3  in.  X  II  ft.  3  in. 

•  •  • 

•  •  • 

2 

14 

• 

10  ft.  9  in.  X 

9  ft.  9  in.  ... 

.  I  16  0 

15  ft.  0  in.  X  10  ft.  6  in. 

• 

«  •  • 

2 

12 

• 

II  ft.  3  in.  X 

8  ft.  3  in.  ... 

.  I  14  6 

15  ft.  6  in.  X  10  ft.  6  in. 

»  •  • 

2 

14 

• 

1 1  ft.  9  in.  X 

9  ft.  9  in.  ... 

.  I  18  0 

16  ft.  0  in.  X  12  ft.  0  in. 

— 

3 

!• 

• 

SHETLAND  CARPETS 

Protected  by  Trade  Mark. 

£  s.  d. 

/. 

d. 

9  ft.  o  in.  X 

7  ft.  6  in.  ... 

.  I  15  9 

13  ft.  0  in.  X  9  ft.  0  in. 

•  •  • 

MM 

3 

2 

1 

9  ft.  o  in.  X 

9  ft.  o  in.  ... 

.  229 

12  ft.  0  in.  x  -10  ft.  6  in. 

Mi 

3 

6 

• 

10  ft.  0  in.  X 

9  ft.  0  in.  ... 

.  2  6 

12  ft.  0  in.  X  12  ft.  0  in. 

MM 

3 

16 

• 

II  ft.  o  in.  X 

9  ft.  o  irf.  ... 

.  2  12  9 

13  ft.  6  in.  X  12  ft.  0  in. 

4 

S 

6 

12  ft.  0  in.  X 

9  ft.  o  in.  ... 

.  2  17  0 

15  ft.  0  in.  X  12  ft.  0  in. 

— 

•  •  • 

4  IS 

• 

PAISLEY 

CARPETS. 

Protected  by  Trade  Mark. 

£  s.  d. 

£ 

f. 

d. 

9  ft.  o  in.  X 

7  ft.  6  in.  ... 

.  I  10  0 

13  ft.  6  in.  X  10  ft.  0  in. 

MM 

3 

9 

e 

10  ft.  6  in.  X 

9  ft.  o  in.  ... 

•  ••  •••  2  2  0 

14  ft.  0  in.  X  II  ft.  0  in. 

•M 

3 

le 

• 

12  ft.  0  in.  X 

9  ft.  0  in.  ... 

.  280 

15  ft.  0  in.  X  12  ft.  0  ift. 

.MM 

4 

e 

0 

PATTERNS  ON  APPLICATION. 

77ie  Queen  says  : — “  The  writer  of  this  note  had  a  year’s  experience  of  Cheviot  Carpett, 
and  finding  them  wear  well  and  look  well,  has  every  reason  to  be  satisfied.” 

AVOID  IMITATIONS  MADE  WITH  A  MIXTORE  OF  COTTON  OR  JDTE, 

TRELOAR  &  SONS, 


ELEVEN  PRIZE  MEDALS. 


CATALOGUES  FREE 


XXX 


AD  VERTISEMENTS, 


M’CAW,  STEVENSON  &  ORR’S 

T»AXENX 


Window  Decoration 

IS  A  SUBSTITUTE  FOR 


TAIN 


G  LA 


It  is  made  in  sheets,  representing  Borders,  Centre-pieces,  and  Ground  Patterns. 
These  are  of  such  variety  in  size  and  style,  that  any  window  of  any  size  or  shape,  whether 
in  House,  Hall,  or  Church,  can  be  appropriately  covered  in  a  few  hours. 


The  designs  are  affixed  directly  to  the  glass  of  the  window,  or  to  duplicate  panes 
of  common  glass,  afterwards  loosely  fitted  in  the  sashes.  There  is  no  risky  or  trouble¬ 
some  transferring  process. 

The  Glacier  can  be  bought  from  agents  and  dealers  all  over  the  world,  or  will  be 
supplied  direct. by  the  Manufacturers  where  no  agency  exists.  A  list  of  dealers  in  the 
principal  towns  of  the  United  Kingdom  will  be  sent  on  application.  Any  one  of  these 
firms  will  be  happy  to  shew  material,  and  give  information  to  intending  customers. 


Most  of  the  firms  selling  Glacier  will  affix  it  for  customers  at  low  rates,  but  the  work 
vis  of  a  kind  that  ladies  can  do. 


Glacier  designs  are  of  high-class  design  and  quality,  and  can  be  used  in  any  house. 


is  used  to  tone  excess  of  light, 
to  beautify  the  interior, 
to  shut  out  an  unpleasant  prospect. 

Imitations  ai^e  made  which  are  not  per 711  anent  m  colour ^  and  'ivhich  are  not  durable. 

See  that  the  word  “Glacier”  is  on  every  sheet. 


Sole  ]Vl£i.]:i.vi.f£i>ctui:*ei?s  : 

M’OAW,  STEVENSON  S  ORR,  LTD.,  BELFAST. 


AD  VERTISEMENTS, 


XXXI 


And  Smolcers  are 
CAVTIOKEB 
Against 
IMITATIONS. 


Sold  only  in  One 
0  u  n  c  e  Packets f 
and  Two,  Four, 
Eight  Ounce  and 
1-lb.  Tins,  which 
keep  the  Tobacco 
in  Fine  Smoking 
condition. 


“BEAUTIFULLY  COOL& SWEET  SMOKING.” 

Ask  at  all  Tobacco  Sellers,  Stores,  &c.,  and  Take  no  otlur. 

The  GENUINE  bears  the  TRADE  MARK- 

“  NOTTINGHAM  CASTLE”  on  Every  Packet  and  Tin, 

PLAYER’S  NAVY  CUT  CIGARETTES 

Can  now  be  obtained  of  all  leading  Tobacconists,  Stores,  Src  ,  in  Packets  containing  12, 


xxxii 


AD  VERTISBMENTS, 


MAKER  TO  THE  QUEEN. 

"DROOKO”  XM  AS  G I FTS. 


“  Kind  Hearts  are  more  than  coronets.” — Tennyson. 


SPECIAL— “ DROOKO  ”  Umbrellas  for  Ladies  or  Gentlemen, M A/D 

with  Hali-Marked  Sterling  Silver  Band . J  D 

Sent  per  Parcel  Post,  Paid,  to  any  Address  in  the  United  Kingdom. 


At  this  season  of  the  year  when  friends  are  interchanging  toke7is  of  goodwill^  we  would  sugo-esi 
as  a  77wst  suitable  Gift  one  of  our  RO  YA L  DROOKO  UMBRELLAS.  ^ 

They  have  been  for  years  considered  to  be  the  Gifts  par  excellence.  They  at'e  not  only  thi7igs 
of  beauty  but  of  utility^  a7id  give  pleasure  for  years  to  the  recipie7tts.^  who  never  forget  the  kmd 
hearts  which  prompted  the  Gifts. 

We  have  Special  Boxes  7nade  m  which  to  forward  the77t  to  any  address  per  Parcel  Post,  and 
we  would  peel  obliged  if  i7ite7iding  Purchasers  will  ki7idly  give  their  Orders  early ^  so  that  the 
Gifts  might  be  packed^  addressed^  and  ready  to  be  sent  in  H7ne  to  arrive  at  their  destinations  on 
Christ7nas  morning.^  or  earlier.,  as  may  be  arrangedl 


“  The  World  -  Renowned 
Umbrellas — Joseph  Wright’s 
—are  used  by  the  Queen, 
Princess  Louise,  Princess 
Beatrice,  Duchess  of  Fife, 
Marie  Rose,  Ellen  Terry, 
Mary  Anderson,  Mrs.  Lang¬ 
try,  Madame  Patti,  Annie  S. 
Swan,  Miss  Fortescue,  and 
Minnie  Palmer,  who  are  all 
unanimous  in  proclaiming 
their  merits. 


“  DROOKO.’’ 

DUCHESS  OF  FIFE. 

“Amongst  the  wedding 
gifts  presented  to  the  Princess 
Louise  of  Wales,  Duchess  of 
Fife,  there  is  one  which  will 
prove  a  good  wet  weather 
friend — ^\’iz.,the  Royal  Drooko 
Umbrella,  presented  to  Her 
Royal  Highness  by  Mr. 
Joseph  Wright,  of  Glasgow. 
The  design  is  exceedingly 
chaste  and  simple.  The 
handle,  which  is  made  of 
the  finest  elephant  tusk  ivory, 
is  about  ten  inches  long,  sur¬ 
mounted  with  an  ivory  hall, 
beautifully  carved.  Between 
the  ball  and  the  handle  there 
is  an  exquisitely  engraved 
mount  of  gold.” — The  Times. 


“  DROOKO.” 


“  DROOKO.” 


ELLEN  TERRY  writes : 
Many  thanks  for  your  most 
delightful  of  Umbrellas.  It 
is  a  pleasure  to  use  it.  It  is 
perfection.” 


“  DROOKO.” 


Lord  SALISBURY, 
Lord  GRANVILLE, 
Lord  HARTINGTON, 
Lord  C  HURCHILL, 
Lord  ROSEBERY, 
Lord  L  O  R  N  E,  W.  E. 
GLADSTONE,  JOSEPH 
CHAMBERLAIN,  and  A. 
J.  BALFOUR,  all  shelter 
themselves  under  the 
“DROOKO.”— So  ought 
you. 


“  DROOKO.” 


MARIE  ROSE  writes:— 
“  I  have  never  seen  a  finer 
piece  of  workmanship,  and  I 
am  of  opinion  that  your  Um¬ 
brellas  cannot  be  surpassed, 
if,  indeed,  equalled.” 


”  DROOKO  ”  Is  Werr-Resistinq.  “  DROOKO  ”  Rolls  Up  Neatly. 

“DROOKO” 'Is  Qurrrnteed  Not  To  Cut.  “DROOKO”  Is  Registered. 

“  DROOKO  ”  Cannot  Be  Had  Elsewhere. 


uivkbre:]l.]l.ii.s  w'xrFH  drooko.’’ 

Ladies’ . .........3/6,  4/6,  5/6,  &  6/6.  |  Gentlemen’s . 4/6,  5/6,  6/6,  &  7/6. 


VERY  SPECIAL  UMBRELLAS  FOR  LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN,  12/6,  15/6,  and  20/ 

PARTIES  living  at  a  distance,  who  desire  one  of  our  Umbrellas  for  themselves,  or  wish  us  to  forward  one  to  any  other 
address,  by  kindly  enclosing  the  amount  they  wish  to  spend  may  depend  upon  us  selecting  one  for  them  as  carefully  as  if  they 
themselves  were  present* 

PARCEL  POST  , — Umbrellas  sent  to  any  address  in  the  United  Kingdom  Post  Free.  Umbrellas  can  be  sent  for 
Re-Covering  from  any  Post-Office.  We  return  them  Post-Free  for  sum  specified. 

GLASGOW  UMBRELLA  MANUFACTORY  I  1 06,  A RGyIlE  ST.^'aS^  ARGYL^^  D E. 

Telegraphic  Address  : DkookoP  &LASGQW.  JOSEPH  WRIGHT,  Proprietor. 


